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CEL EIS 


To the Honourable 


Charles Lord Buckbur. 


— Could not e wiſh'd my 
Ait er more fortunate than I 
: 7 5 have been in the Succeſs 

of this Poem: The Writ- 
ing of it was a Means to make me 
known to Your Lordſhip : The Act- 
ing of it has loſt me no Reputation; 
and the Printing of it has now given 
me an Opportunity to ſhew how much 
I honour You. 

I here Dedicate it, as 1 have long 
fince Dedicated my ſelf, to Your Lord- 
| ip: Let the humhle Love of the 
A 3 Giver 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Giver make You ſet ſome Value upon 
the worthleſs Gift: I hope it may 
have ſome Eſteem with others, becauſe 
the Author knows how to eſteem 
You, whoſe Knowledge moves Admi- 
ration, and Goodneſs Love, in all that 
know You. But I deſign this a De- | 
dication, not a Panegyrick; not to | 
prochim Your Virtues to the World, 

but to ſhew Your Lordſhip how firmly 
ks have oblig dir me to be, | 


% LORD, 
Nur moſt Humble 


and Faithful Servant, | 


Geo. Etherege. 


D s SA XS) e * 
THE 


PROLOGUE. 


HO cou'd expert ſuch Crouding here to-day, 
Merely on the Report of a new Play? 

A Man wwou'd think y' ave been fo often bit 
By us of late, you ſhou'd have learn'd more Mis; 
And firſt haue ſent a Forlorn Hope to fby 

The Plot and Language of our Comedy; 
Eæpecting till ſome deſperate Criticks had 
Refolv'd you, whether it were good or bad. 

But yet, aue hope you'll never grow ſo wiſe; 

For if you ſhould, wwe and our Comedies 

Muſt trip to Norwich, or for Ireland go; 

And never fix, but, like a Puppet-Show, 

Remove from Town to Towon, from Fair to Fair, 
Seeking fit Chapmen to put off our Ware. 

For ſuch our Fortune is, this barren Age, 

That Faction now, not Wit, ſupports the Stage: 

Wit has, like Painting, had ber happy Flights, 
And in peculiar Ages reach'd her Heights, 

Though now declin'd: Yet, could ſome able Pen, 
Match Fletcher's Nature, or the Art of Ben, 

The Old and Grawer Sort would ſcarce allow 
Thoſe Plays were good, becauſe we writ them now, 
Oar Author therefore begs you would forget, 

Moſt Reverend Fudges, the Records of Wit : 

And only think upon the Modern way © 

Of Writing, whilft yare Cenſuring his Play. 

Aud, Gallants, as for you, Talk loud i'th' Pit; 
Divert your ſelves and Friends with your own Mit; 
_ Obſerve the Ladies, and neglect the Play, 

Or elle tis fear d we are undone to-day. 


A 4. | | Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
H E Lord Bewill, F alle to Lovis, Graciana and 
Aurelia. 
The Lord Beaufort, Servant to Graciana, 
Colonel Bruce a Cavalier, Friend to Lovis, i in 1 Love with 
Graciana. 
Lovis, Friend to Bruce. | 
Sir Frederick Frolick, Couſin to the Lord Beaufort. | 
Graciana, a young Lady, in Love with the Lord Beaufort. 
Aurelia, her Siſter, in Love with Colonel Bruce. 
Mrs. Rich, a wealthy Widow, Siſter to the Lord Bevill, in 
Love with Sir Frederick. 
Letitia, a Girl, waiting upon Aurelia. 
Betty, Waiting-Woman to the Widow. 


Dufoy, à ſaucy i impertinent rede Servant w ir 
Frederick. 


Clark. Servant to the Lord Beaufort, 

Sir Nicholas Cutly, Enighted by Oliver, 
" Wheadle and Palmer, Gameſterss 
Mrs. Grace, a Wendy kept by Mheadle. 
Jenny, her Maid. 

Mrs. Lucy, a Wench kept by Sir Frederick. 
A Coachman belonging to the Widow. 

A Bell-man. 


Fcot-men, Link-boys, Drawers, and other Attendants. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


8 CEN E an Anti-Chamber 10 Sir F rederck | 
| Frolick's Bed Chamber. 8 


Enter Dufoy, with a Plaiſter en his Head, walking dij- © 
contentedly ; ; and Clark immediately after him. | 


CLARK. 

00 D-morrow, Monſieur. 
D-. Good-mor „good - mor. 
Clark. Is Sir Fred richt Gt ? 
Dufoy. Pox ſturre hime. 

Clark. My Lord has ſent me 

Dufiy. Begar me vil have de revenge; 


Me vil no ſtay two Day in Englande. 


Clark. Good Monſleur, what's. the Matter ? 
Daf. De matre ! de matre is eaſie to be perceivez dis 


Bedlame, Mad-cape, diable de matre, vas drunke laſt 


Night ; and vor no reaſon, but dat me did adviſe him 
0. go to Bed, begar he did ſtrike, breaktk my Heade, 
ernie. 


A 5 Clark. | 
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Clark. Have patience, he did it unadviſedly. 

Duf. Unadviſé l didé not me adviſe him juſte when 
He did it ? 

Clark. Ves; but he was in Drink you 47 

Daf. In Drinké; me viſhe he had been over de head 
And de ear in Drinke : Begar in France de Drink dat van 

Man drinke do's not crak de noder Man's Braine. 
Hark - he is avake. [Sir Fred. nocks. 
And none of the People are to attende hime. Ian Villain 
Day are all gone, run to the Diable; [Knocks again. 
Have de patience, I beſeech you. 
[Pointing towards, his Maſter 5 Chamber. 
Clark. Acquaint Sir Frederick T am here from my Lord. 
Duff. I vil, I vil; your ver umble Serviteur. [ Exeunt. 


SOBNE U: -> 
1 8 : Str Fi a Bed. chamber. 
| Enter Sir F Wann in 11 NMabtegevon, and oft him 
. Dufoy. | 
= 5 Good-mor', good mor* to your Vorſhi ope ; me 


As alvay ready to attends your Vorſhippe, and your 
Vorſhippe's alvay ready to beate and to abuſe me ; 
You vare drunke de laſte Nights, and my Head ake to 
Day Mornings ; See you here [Shewing his Head. 
If my Braine have no ver good raiſon to counſel you, 
And to minde your Bus'nefle. | 

Sir Fred. Thou haſt a notable Brain ; Set me down al 
Crown for a Plaiſter; but forbear your Rebukes. 

Daf. Tis ver couragious ting to breake de Head of 
Your Serviteur, is it note 2 Begar you vil never keepe de 
Good Serviteur, had me no love you ver 575 Ag | 

Sir Fred. I know thou lov'ſt me. 

Duf. And darefore you do beate me, is dat de Ap” ? 

Sir Fred. n torbear ; ; 1 am ſorry for't. 


uf 


% > 
| Duf. Ver good Satisfaction]! Begar it is me e dat am 

n Sorrie for't. 

Sir Fred. Well, well, 

Duf. De Serviteur of my Lord your Couſin be coms 
Speak vid you. | | 
Sir Fred. Bring him in. 25 [Exit Dufoy. 
Iam of Opinion that Drunkenneſs is not ſo damnable a 
Sin to me as tis to many; Sorrow and Repentance are 

Sure to be my firſt Work the next Morning : Slid, 1 

- Have known ſome ſo lucky at this Recreation, that, 
Whereas tis familiar to forget what we do in Drink, 
Have even loſt the Memory aſter Sleep of being Pink > - 
Now do I feel more Qualms than a young Woman in 

S Breeding. 

Enter Dufoy and Clark, | Dufoy goes out again.” 
Clark! What News from the God of Love ? he's always 
At your Maſter's Elbow, h'as juſtl'd the Devil out of _ 
Service; no more Mrs. Grace] Poor Girl, 5 
Mrs Graciana has flung a Squib into his Boſom, where the 
Wild-fire will Huz for a time, and then crack, it flies 
hoes at's Breeches. 

Clark. Sir, he ſent me before ah his Service ; he pi | 
Wait on you himſelf when he's dreſs'd. 

Sir Fred. In very good time; there never was a Git 
More humourſome, nor tedious in the drefling of 
Her Baby. Mere [Exit Clark. 

Enter Dufoy, and Foot-boy. 

Diff. aye! here is de ver vine varké begar, de ver 
Vine varke [———— 

Sir Fred. What's the Buſineſs ? | 

Duf. De Buſineſs ! de Devil cake me if dare bel not 
De whole Regiment Army de Hackene Cocheman, de 
Linke-boy, de Fydler, and de Shamber-mayde, dat have 
Beſeegè de Howlſe ; dis is de conſequance of de Drink | 
Vid a Poxe. : 
ir Frag, Well, the Coach-men and Link-boys muſt be 

As | _ Satibfy'd,.- 


* 


” * — — 
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Satisſy d, 1 ſuppoſe there's Money due to em; the Fidlers, 
For broken Heads and Inſtruments, muſt be compounded 
With; I leave that to your Care: But for the Chamber- 


Maid, TIl deal with her my Telf ; go, go, fetch her up. 


Duf. De Pimpe, begar I vil be de Pimpe to no Man 


In de Chriſtendome ; do you go fetch her up; 
De Pimpẽ—— (Exit Dufop, 


. Sir Fred. Go Sirrah, direR hes | [7 th: Foot-boy. 
[Exit Foot-Boy. 


Nowy have I moſt mall fallen | ul upon ſome 


Woman, I'IIl warrant you, and wounded her Reputation 
Shrowardly: Oh Drink, Drink ! thou art a vile Enemy 
To the civilleſt ſort of courteous Ladies,—— - 

| Enter Jenny, Wheadle's Wench's Maid. 


Oh Ferry, next my Heart nothing could be more 


Welcome. 
Maid. Unhand me; are you a Man fit to be truſted 


With a Woman's Reputation? 


Sir Fred. Not when J am in a reeling 8 Men 


Are now and then ſubject to thoſe Infirmities in Drink, 


Which Women have when th' are ſober. Drunkenneſs is 
No good Secretary, Jenny; you muſt not look ſo angry, 
Good-faith you muſt not. 

Maid. Angry! we always took you for a civil 
Gentleman. 

Sir Fred. So I ami 'troth, I think. | 

Maid. A civil Gentleman will come to a « Lily 8 
Lodging at two a Clock in the Morning, and knock as 
If t were upon Life and Death; a Midwife was never 
Knock'd up with more Fury. 


Sir Fred. Well, Girl, all's well I hope, all's well. 


Maid. You have made ſuch an Uproar amongſt the 
Neighbours, we muſt be forc'd to change our Lodging. 
_ Sir Fred. And thou are come to tell me Kin 
Kind Heart! 

Maid. TI fee you a lite better mana fiſt, 
Becauſe 


K 


e 


6 
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Becauſe we would not let you in at that unſeaſonable 
Hour, you and your rude ranting Companions hoop'd and 
Hollowed like Mad-men, and roar'd out in the Streets, 
* 4 Whore, a Whore, a Whore! you need not have knock'd 

Good People out of their Beds, you might have met 
With them had deen good enough for your ee 
Abroad. 

Sir Fred. "Twas ill done Femny, indeed i it was. 
Maid. *T'was a mercy Mr. Wheadle was not there, my 
Miſtreſos Friend: had he been there, ſfad been quite 

Undone. There's nothing got by your lewd Doings : 

You are but Scandals to a civil Woman : We had ſo much — 
The good-will of the Neighbours before, we had Credit 
For what we wou'd ; and but this Morning the Chandler 

| Refus'd to ſcore a Quart of Scurvy-graſs. 

Sir Fred. Hang Reputation among a Company of 
Raſcals ; truſt me not if thou art not grown moſt 
Wond'rous pretty. . [ Ofers to hug her. 
Maid. Stand off, or I proteſt I'll make the People in 
Your Lodging know what manner of Man you are. 

Sir Fred. You and I have been intimateAcquaintance $-- 
Why fo coy now, Jenny? 
Maid. Pray forbear : ——You'll never 1 "tall I 
| Shriek out; our Servants liſten, [Noiſe within. 
Harke——there' 8 ſomebody coming. 
| Enter Beaufort. 

My Miſtreſs charged me totell you ſhe will never ſee 
Your Eyes again; ſhe never deſerv'd this at your 
Hands Poor Gentlewoman ! — You had a fling at 
| Me too, you did not whiſper it, I thank you: Tis a 
Miſerable Condition we Women hang our ſelves to for 
Your ſakes. [ Weeps. 
Beauf. How now Couſin ! what, at Wars with the 
Women? 

Sir Fred. I gave a ſmall Alarm to the Quarters laſt 
> my Lord. wy 

_ Beauf. 
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Beauf. Fenny in Tears! what's the occaſion, poor Girl 3 

Maid. I'Il tell you, my Lord. 

. Sir Fred. Buzze; Set not her Tongue 
A going agen: [ Clapping his Hand before her Mouth, 
Sas made more Noiſe than half a dozen Paper-mills : 
London-Bridge- at a low Water is Silence to her; in a 
Word, rambling laſt Night, we knock'd at her Miſtreſs's 
Lodging, they deny'd us entrance, whereupon a harſh 
Word or two flew out, WW horg ——_ I think, or ſomething 


To that purpoſe. 
Maid. Theſe were not all your Hewi Actions; 3 


Enter Dufoy. ä 
Pray tell the Conſequence, how you mc bravely 
At the rear of an Army of Link- boys; upon the ſudden, 
How you gave Defiance, and then wag'd a bloody 
War with the Conſtable ; and having vanquiſh'd that 
' Dreadful Enemy, how you committed a general Maſſacre 
On the Glaſs- windows: Are not theſe mot Honourable 
Atchievements, ſuch as will be regiſtred to your Eternal 
Fame, by the moſt learn'd Hiſtorians of Hicks Hall? 
Sir Fred. Good ſweet Jenny let's come to a Treaty; 
Do but hear what Articles I'll propoſe. | 
Maid. A Woman's Heart 1 is too tender to be an Enemy 
Io Peace. | [They whiſper. 
Duf. Your moſt humble Serviteur, my Lord. 
Beauf. Monſieur, J perceive you are much to blame 3 z 
You are an excellent Governor indeed. 
Duff. Begar do you tinke dat I ame de Bedlame? No 
Tinge but Bedlame can governe hime. 
Sir Fred. Jenny, here's my Hand; I'll come and make 
Amends for all=— pretty Rogue. 
Duff. Ver pret Roguee, vid a Poxe.. 
Maid. What rude French Raſcal have you here 7 
Duff Raſcals! Begar ver it nod vor de reverence of 
My Matre I vod cut off your Occupation. French 
Raſcaléè! Whore Engliſh. 


Sir Fred, Dufo Y, be gone, and leave us. Daf. 
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Duff. I vil, I vil leave you to your Recreation; I viſhe 
You ver good Paſtime, and de Poxe, begar. [ Exit Dufoy. 
Maid. J never heard a ruder Fell), Sir Frederick, 


Zirl! 


th You will not fail the time. 

. Sir Fred. No, no, Jenny. 

a Maid. Your Servant, my Lord. | 

reſs's Beauf. Farewel Fenn. [Exit + Jenny. 

rſh Sir Fred. Now did all this Fury end in a mild Invitation 

ing To the Lady's Lodging. | 
_ Beauf. J have known this Wench's Miſtreſs ever Gncs 

j I came from Travel, but never was acquainted with that 

Fellow that keeps her; pr'ythee what is he? 

y Sir Fred. Why his Name is Vheadle ; he's one ' whoſe 
den, Trade is Treachery, to make a Friend, and then deceive 
| Him; he's of a ready Wit, pleaſant Converſation, 
at Throughly ſkill'd in Men; in a Word, he knows ſo much 
acre Of Virtue as makes him well accompliſh'd for all manner 

a ble Of Vice: he has lately inſinuated himſelf into 
rnal Sir Nich'las'Cully, one whom Oliver, for the 
\ 24 Tranſcendent Knavery and Diſloyalty of his Father, has 
Y 5 Diſhonour'd with Knighthood ; a Fellow as poor in 
Experience as in Parts, and one that has a Vain-glorious 
emy Humour to gain a Reputation amongſt the Gentry, by 
per. Feigning good Nature, and an Affection to the King and 
| His Party. I made a little Debauch tother Day in 
me 3 Their Company, where I foreſaw this Fellow's Deſtiny, 
His Purſe muſt pay for keeping this Wench, and all 
No Other VHheadle's Extravagances. But pray, my Lord, 
How thrive you in your more honourable Adventures? 
jake Is Harveſt near? When is the Sickle to be put 1'th* Corn ? 
| Beauf. I havebeen hitherto fo proſperous, my Haprineſs 
iy. Has ſtill out-flown my Faith: 
5 Nothing remains but Ceremonial Charms, 
of Graciana' s fix'd 2th Circle of my Arms. 


Sir Fred. Then y'are a happy Man for a a Seaſon. 
Beauf, For ever. 
Sir Fred. | 
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Sir Fred. I miſtruſt your Miſtreſs's Divinity, you'll 
Find her Attributes but mortal : Women, like Juglers 
Tricks, appear Miracles to the Ignorant; but! in themſelves 
Th' are mere Cheats. 

Beauf. Well, well, Couſin; 1 have Ae that you 
This Day ſhall be my Gueſt at my Lord Bevill's Table; ; 
Pray make me Maſter of my Promiſe once. , 

Sir Fred. Faith I have engag'd to dine with my Dear 
Lacy 3 poor Girl, I have lately given her occafion to 
Suſpe& my Kindneſs, yet for your Sake [ll venture to 
Break my Word, upon Condition you'll excuſe my Errors; 
You know my Converſation has not been Eng 
Ceremonious Ladies. ET 

_ Beauf. All modeſt Freedom you will find allow'd ; ; 

F ormality is baniſh'd thence. 
Sir Fred. 'This Virtue is enough to make me bear with 
All the Inconveniences of honeſt Company. 


Beauf. The Freeneſs of your Humour is your Friend. I 


Have ſuch News to tell thee, that I fear thou It find thy 
Breaſt too narrow for thy Joy. 

Sir Fred. Gently, my Lord, left I find the thing too 
Little for my ExpeQation. 


Beauf. Know that thy careleſs Carriage has done more 


Than all the Skill and Diligence of Love could e'er eſſect. 


Sir Fred. What, has the Widow ſome kind TiN 


Of my Body: 

Beauf. She loves you, and dines on purpoſe at her 
Brother's Houſe this Day, in Hopes of ſeeing you. 

Sir Fred. Some Women, like Fiſhes, deſpiſe the Bait, 
Or elſe ſuſpect it, whilſt ſtill it's bobbing at their Mouths; 
But ſubtilly wav'd by the Angler's Hand, greedily hang 
"Themſelves upon the Hook. There are many ſo critically 
Wiſe, they'll ſuffer none to deceive them but themſelves. 

Beauf. Couſin, *tis time you were preparing for your 
Miſtreſs. 


Sir Fred. Well, es tis my Fortune, P'll about it. 


Widow, | 


= You 
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Widow, thy Ruin lye on thy own Head; faith, my Lord, 
LVou can witneſs twas none of my ſeeking. [ Exeunt. 


s CEN E III. 
Mziadles Lodging, 


Enter Wheadle and Palmer, 
M bead. Come, bear thy Loſſes patiently. 

Palm. A Pox confound all Ordinaries, if ever I play 
In an Ordinary agen — [ Bites his Thumb, 
| Whead. Thou' lt loſe thy Money: thou haſt no Power 

To forbear ; I will as ſoon undertake to reclaim a Horſe 
From a Hitch he has learn'd in his Pace, or an old Maſtive 
From worrying of Sheep. 

Palm. Ay, ay, there is nothing will * it but Hemp. 
Whead. Want of Money may do much. 
Palm. I proteſt I had rather ſtill be vicious than owe 
My Virtue to Neceflity. How commendable js Chaſtity 
ln an Eunuch ? I am grown more than half Virtuous of 
ate: I have laid the dangerous Pad now quite aſide; 1 
Walk within the Purlieus of the Law. Could I but leave 
This Ordinary, this Square, I were the moſt accompliſh'd 
Man in Town. 
bead. 'Tis pity, thou art Maſter of thy Art: ſuch a 
Nimble Hand, ſuch neat Conveyance. 
= Pm. Nay, I owls have made an excellent Jugler, 
2 Whead. Come be ſs Pve lodg'd a Dozr ſhall 
lake amends for all; I lack'd a Man to help me ſet my 
oils, and thou art come moſt happily. | 
Palm. My dear Wheadle, who is it ? 

Whead. My new Friend and Patron, Sir Nicholas Cully. 
Palm. He's fat, and will ſay well, I promiſe you, 
ll do his Buſineſs moſt dextrouſly, elſe let me ever loſe 
e Honour of ſerving a Friend in the like Nature. 

Whead. 
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Mpead. No more Words, but haſte, prepare for the 
Deſign ; habit your ſelf like a good thrifty Country-man : 
Get Tools, Dice and Money for the purpoſe, and meet me 
At the Devil about Three exactly. 
Enter Boy. 

Boy. Sir, Sir Nicholas Cully is without. 

Mead. Deſire him to walk in. Here Palmer, 5 
Back-way, quickly, and be ſure — 

Paim. Enough, enough, I'll warrant thee. [Ex. Palm. 
| Enter Sir Nicholas Cully. 
; Whead. Sir Nicholas, this Viſit is too great a Favour : I 
Intended one to you; how do you find your ſelf this 
Morning? 
Cul. Faith much the drier for the laſt Night's . 

Whead. Like thirſty Earth, which Gapes the more for 
A ſmall Shower; we'll ſoak you throughly to Day. | 

Cul. Excuſe me, faith I am engag'd. | 

Ihead. I'm ſorry ſor't; I meant you a ſhare in oP 
Good Fortune. But fince it cannot b.... 

Cul. What? what good Fortune? 

Whead. Nay twill but vex you to know it, ſince you 
Have not leiſure to purſue it. : 

Cul. Dear Wheadle pr'ythee tell me. 
N head. Now do I want Power to . it from you. 
Juſt as you came in at that Door, went out at this a 
Waiting-Gentlewoman, ſent with a civil Meſſage from 
Her Lady, to deſire the Happineſs of my Company this 3 
Afternoon, where I ſhould have the opportunity of ſeeing |M 
Anather lovely briſk Woman, newly married to a fooliſh 


Citizen, who will be apt enough to hear Reaſon from 1 


One that can ſpeak it better than her Husband: I return'd 
My humble Thanks for the Honour ſhe did me, and that 
_ could not do my ſelf ſo great an Injury to : aw her 

Wil; this is th Adventure; but ſince y ave BY 
Cu. A pox on Bus'neſs, I'll defer't, 2 
_ 7 


the 


2 me 


A 1 falſe and cruel as the Times! 


* 
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I pead. By no means for a filly Woman; our Pleaſures 
Muſt be Slaves to our Affairs. 

Cul, Were it to take Poſſeſſion of an Eſtate, rd ** 
It. Are the Ladies Cavaliers ? 

head. Oh, moſt Loyal-hearted Ladies. 

Cul. How merry will we be then ! 

Whead. I ſay mind your Bus'neſs. , 

Cul. Pl go and put it off immediately, Where al 1 
Meet you in the Afternoon ? 

Mead. You'll find me at the Devil aboat Three a 
Clock, where I expect a ſecond Summons as ſhe paſſes 
Toward the City. 5 

Cul. Thither will I come den fail; be fs. you 
Wait for me. [Ex:# Cully. 

Whead. Wait for thee, as a Catdoes for a Mouſe ſhe 


Intends to play with, and then prey upon. How eagerly 


Did this half-witted Fellow chap up the Bait? like a 


& Ravenous Fiſh, that will not give the Angler leave to 
ink his Line, but greedily darts up and meets it half 


Way. [Ex Labin. 


| SCENE IV. 
The Lord BevilPs Houſe. 


; * Graciana, and Aurelia immediately after ders ab 


a Latter i in her Hangs, 


Gus The Sun's grown lazy ; : "tis a tedious pace r 


EY Since he {et forth, and yet's not half his Race. 
l wonder Beaufort does not yet appear 


Love neverloiters, Love ſure brings him here. 
dur. Brought on the Wings of Lov, here I preſent 
[ Preſenting the Letter. | 
His Soul, whoſe Body Priſons yet prevent ; 
The noble Bruce, whoſe Virtues are his Crimes. 
[Grac. rejeds the Letter. 
Wall 
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Will you not read the Stories of his Grief; 
But wilfully refuſe to give Relief? 
 Grac. Siſter, from you this Language makes me ſtart: 
Can you ſuſpect ſuch Vices in my Heart? 
His Virtues I, as well as you, admire; 
I never ſcorn'd, but pity'd much his Fire. 
Aur. If you did pity, you wou'd not reject 
| [Grac. rejects the Letter again. 
This Meſſenger of Love: This is Neglect. 
Grac. Tis Cruelty to gaze on Wounds I'm ſure, 
When we want Balſam to effect their Cure. 
Aur. Tis only want of Will in you, you have 
Beauty to kill, and Virtue too to ſave. 
 Grac. We of our ſelves can neither love nor hate: 
Heav'n does reſerve the Pow r to pads our Fate. 
Aur. Gratiang=— 
Enter Lord Bevil, Lovis, and 1 Wi dow. 
. Grac. Siſter, forbear ; my Father's here. | 5 
L. Bev. So Girl; what, no News of your Lover yet? 
Our Dinner's ready, and I am afraid He will go nigh to 
Incur the Cook's Anger. 
id. I believe Nas undertook a hard Taſk ; SirFrederick, 
They ſay, is no eaſie Man to be perſuaded to come 
ene us Women. =—_ 
+ Lov. Sir. [Lovis and Lord Bevil whiſper, 
L. Bev. What now? 4 
Vid. J am as impatient as thou art, Girl: * * 1 
I long to ſee Sir Frederick here. T 
L. Bev. Forbear, I chaxge you on my Bleſſing: Not 3 
One Word more of Colonel Bruce. 5 
Lov. Vou gave Encouragement, Sir, to his Ls 
The Honour of our Houſe now lies at Stake. 2 
L. Bev. Youfind by your Siſter's Inclnatin Heav 1 
Has decreed her otherwiſe. F 
Low. But Sir — 
I. Bev. F orbear to ſpeak, or elſe forbea the FR 


W 
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Lov. This I can obey, but not the other. ¶ Ex. Lovis. 
Enter Foot-Boy. | 

Toot- B. Sir, my Lord Beaufort's come. 
L. Bev. Tis well. 1 
mi. D'hear, are there not two Gentlemen? 
5 For- B. Yes Madam, there i is another Proper handſome 
Gentleman. [Ex. Foot-Boy. 
I. Bev. Come, let's walk i in, and give them | 
Entertainment. 
Vid. Now Couſin, for Sir Frederick, this Man ofMen, 

| There s nothing like him. [Exeunt all but Aurelia. 
Aur. With curious Diligence I ſtill have ſtrove 
X - - » » | Holding the Letter in her Hand. 
- During your Abſence, Bruce, to breath your Love 


art: 


aun. 


>: Into my Siſter's Boſom, but the Fire | 
Wants force; Fate does againſt my Breath conſpire: : 
8 1 have obey'd, though I cannot fulfil, 
Againſt my ſelf, the Dictates of your Will; 
My Love to yours does yield; fince you enjoin'd, 
yet? T hourly court my Rival to be kind; 
gh to BE With Paſſion too, as great as you can do, 
| : Taught by thoſe Wounds I have receiv'd from you. 
lerich, M small is the difference that's between our Grief; 
me vours finds no Cure, and mine ſeeks no Relief. 
vou unſucceſsfully your Love reveal; 
biſper. And ] for ever muſt my Love conceal : 
Within my Boſom I'11 your Letter wear, 
G rac. By [Putting the Letter in ber Behm. 
= Not 5 l is a Tomb that's proper for Deſpair. [Exit. 
Not ek, 
ve; 
Heav'n 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
| The Lord Bevil's Houſe, 


Enter Clark and Dufoy. - 


Clark. Mine the Wound your Maſter gave you 
Laſt Night, makes you look very oy, 
Monteur 


. Duf. Begar you are miſtake, it bede Wounde dat my 
Metreſſe did give me long ago. Y 
Clark. What ſome pretty littleEngliſh Lady's crept into 
Your Hemm? 3 
Duf. No, but damn'd little Engliſh Whore is creeps 3 
Into my Bone begar, me cou d vifn dat de Diable vould i 
Take her vid all my Harte. b 
Clark. You have manag'd your Bus'neſs il, Monſieur. 
Daf. It vas the Raſcal Cyrugin Engliſh dat did i 
Manage de Buſineſs ill6; me did putte my Buſinefle into 
His Haunde : he did ſtop de Tape, and de Liquor did 
Varke, varks, varks, 4 a Heade, and de enden . 
* 
- Clark. Like Soap eupp a ills a Saddle. A ITS. 
OY Here come 55 Matre ; holde' your Peace. 3 
EIS [Ex. Clark. 
CY Enter Sir Prederick Widow and Mai. 
Sir Fred. Whither, whither do ye draw me, Widow ? 
What's your Deſign ? 


Mid. To walk a turn in the Garden, J and then repoſe 
In a cool Arbour. _ 

Sir Fred. Widow, I 1 2 my ſelf in tos 2 
Amorous Shades; you have a mind to be talking of Love 


I perceive, and my Heart's too tender to be e wich a | 
Such Converſation, Oe "wal 
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Mid] did not imagine you were ſo fooliſhly conceited ; 
Pit your Wit or your Perſon, Sir, that is ſo taking? 
Sir Fred. Truly you are much miſtaken, I have no ſuch 
Preat Thoughts of the young Man you ſee ; who ever 

new a Woman have ſo much Reaſon to build her Love 


Ippon Merit? Have we not daily Experience of great 
Fortunes, that fling themſelves into the Arms of vain idle 
ellows? Can you blame me then for ſtanding upon my 
Puard? No, let us fit down here, have each on's a Bottle 
Pf Wine at our Elbows; ſo prompted, I dare enter into 

vou BDiſcourſe with you. 

E's Mid. Wou'd you have me fit and drink Hand to Fiſt 

With you, as if we were in the Fleece, or ſome other of 

it my our beloved Taverns ? 5 7 

„dir Fred. Faith I wou'd have thee come as near as 

t into omible to ſomething or other I have been us'd to 

I KfFonverſe with, that I may the better know how to 

cepe entertain the. 

vould Bi 7774. Pray which of thoſe Ladies you uſe to converſe 

„ich, cou'd you fancy me to look like! be merry, and 

rfieur. ell me. 

5 = Sir Fred. Twere too great a Sin to compare thee to- - 

le into ny of them; and yet th'aſt ſo incens'd me, I can hardly 

r did Worbear to wiſh thee one of em. Ho Dufoy ! Widow, I 

ulder, | : and in awe of this Gentleman ; I muſt have his Advice 

 _ ifore I dare keep you Company any further. How 

o you approve the ſpending of my time with this Lady ? 

* 3 Dif. Ver vel, begar; I could viſh Thad never ſpend 

Clark. y time in de vorſe Compaignie. 

Vi. Vou look but ill, Monſieur ; have you hom ſick 
idow ? etelß ? 
D, I have de ver great AMiQtion in my Minds, 
repoſe adam. 
FF Vid. What is't? 
thoſe Dy. Truly I havede ver great Paſſion vor dis 


of Love | Wntel-Woman, and ſhe have no Compaſſion at all vor me; 
ed with e do refuſe all my Amours and my Addreſſe, ia. 


=_ LovE in a TUB. 
Mid. Indeed, Betty, you are to blame. : 

Maid. Out upon him for a French Diſſembler, he 
Never ſpake to me in his Life, Madam. . 

Di,. You ſee, Madam, ſhe ſcorne me vor her 
Serviteür. 

Maid. Pray, when did you make any of your Frene 
Love to me? 

Df. It vil breke my Hearte to remember de time ve 
You did refuſe me. 
Mid. Will you permit me to ſerve you in this Buſineſs 
Monſieur ? 

Duf. Madam, it be d' Honour vor de e de Franc, 
Mid. Betty, whither ranyou? _- 

Maid. T'll not ſtay to be jeer'd by a 
Vakt-de-Chambre, I'll be reveng'd if I ey" Monſieur . 
Ex. Betty 
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Wil. Tl aoke Gene dhe time. age 
Duf. Ven you have de leiſure, Madam, 


Sir Fred. By thoſe 18 .—— | 
Mid. Ney, pray fotbear, Sir. IN or 
Sir Fed. Who's conceited now, Widow ? cou'd you Mut 
Iraggnns I was ſo fond to kiſs them ? Fro 
Mid. You cannot blame me for ſtanding on oe 2 
5 80 near an Enemy. Maut 
Sir Fred. If you are ſo good at t that, Widow, let's ſee if 01 
What Guard wou'd you chuſe to-be at, ſhou'd the oo 
Trumpet ſound a Charge to this dreadful Foe ? ur 
Wid. It is an idle Queſtion amongſt experienc'd Ve 
Soldiers; but if we ever have a War, we'll never troubli Nut 
The Trumpet; the Bells ſhall proclaim our Quarrel. ne 
Sir Fred. It will be moſt W ; oy ſhall be rung 0 
Backwards. he 
Wid. Why ſo, Sir? 3 
Sir Fred. P'll have all the helps that may be to allay 
Dangerous Fire; Widows mult needs have furious 5 r $ 
Flames; the Bellows have been at _ and blown” em uns d 
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Wd ne ae Sir: I will have my | 
Humour, a Walk i'th Garden; andaſterwardawell take 1 
he Air in the Park. i 
Sir Fred. Let us join Hands then, Widow. | 
Mid. Without the dangerous help of a Parſon, I do not 
ear it, Sir. [Ex. Sir Fred. and Wid. 
Daf. Begar I do no care two Soulz ifde Shamber-Maid 

er hange ; be it not great deal better pretends 52 
D' Affection to her, dan to telle de hole Varlde I do take 
De m vor de Clape! Begar it ** ver great deal 
getter. | | [Ex. cd 
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wfieur, A Garden belonging to my Lord Bevill's 
Houſe. | | 


Betty. i 
| 8 E tay Beaufort and 3 


Beauf. Graciana, Why do you condemn your Love? 
our Beauty without that, alas! would prove 

zut my Dectruction, an unlucky Star, / 
Frognoſticating Ruin and Deſpair. 

y Gun Grac. Sir, you miſtake ;*tis not my Love blame, 
 EEutmy Diſcretion ; Here the active Flame F * Pointing to 
lets ſer Whou'dyetalongertimehavebeenconceal'd, & her Brea. 
Ee 3 oo ſoon, too ſoon I fear 1 it was reveal'd. a 
Por weaker Sex glories in a Surprize, 

e boaſt the ſudden Conqueſts of our Eyes; 


ed 


r troub i ut Men eſteem a Foe that dares contend, 
rrel. ne that with noble Courage does defend 


x rung wounded Heart; the Victories they gain | 
hey-prize by their own: Hazard, and their Pain. 


Beauf. Graciana, can you think we take Delight 


o allay Mo have our Happineſs againſt us fight; 
us r that ſuch Goodneſs ſhou'd us Men diſpleaſe, 
wem Mm 4 s does afford us Heav'n with greater eale ! 


Zu 
* 
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Enter Lovis, walking di ee ly, 
See where your Brother comes ; 


His Carr'age has been ſtrange of late to me; 
I never gave him cauſe of Diſcontent ; Ti 
He takes no notice of our being here; K. 
I will ſalute him. O! 
Grac. By no means: 
Some ſerious Thoughts you ſee employ his Mind. YC 
Beauf. T muſt be civil. Your Servant, Sir. 
Low. You are my Siſter's Servant, Sir; go fawn |} Ot 
Upon your Miſtreſs : Fare-you-well,  [Ex. Lovis Ye 
Beauf. Fare-you-well, if you are no better Company. T. 
Heav*ns! What is the Matter? [Grac. weeps M8 | 1 
What ſawcy Sorrow dares approach your Heart ? N 
Waſte not thoſe precious Tears! Oh, weep no more, W 
Shou'd Heav'n frown, the World would be too poor 
(Robb' d of the ſacred Treaſure of your Eyes) H. 
To pay for Mercy one fit Sacrifice. W 
Grac. My Brother, Sir, is growing mad, I fear. H. 
Beauf. Your Brother is a Man, whoſe noble Mind He 
Was to ſevereſt Virtue ſtill inclin! d; Ye 
He in the School of Honour has been bred, Is 
And all her ſubtle Laws with heed has read: of ® 
There is ſome hidden Cauſe, I fain wou'd know | 
From whence theſe ſtrange Diſorders in him flow. Bu 
Graciana, ſhall I beg you to diſpel = 
[Theſe Miſts which round my troubled Reaſon dwell ? ¶ Bu 
Grac. It is a Story I could wiſh you'd learn, In 
From one whom it does not ſo much concern: Th 
I am th' unhappy Cauſe of what y'ave ſeen; Th 
My Brother's Paſſion does proceed from mine. Sor 
Beau. This does confound me more: it cannot be M) 
You are the Joy of all your Family: Fr 
Dares he condemn you for a noble Love, W 
W 


Which Honour and your Duty both approve? 
Gra 
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Grac. My Lord, thoſe Errors merit our Excuſe 
Which an Exceſs of Virtue does produce. 
Beauf. I know that Envy is too baſe a Gueſt 
To have a Lodging in his gen'rous Breaſt ; 
"Tis ſome Extream of Honour, or of Love, 
Or both, that thus his Indignation move. 
Grac. Eer I begin, you my ſad Story end: 
You are a Rival to his deareſt Friend. 
Beauf. Graciana, though you have ſo great 2 Share 
Of Beauty, all that ſee you Rivals are; 
Yet during this ſmall Space I did proclaim 


| To you, and to the World, my purer Flame, 


I never ſaw the Man that durſt draw near, 

With his ambitious Love t'aſſault your Ear. 

What Providence has kept us thus aſunder ? 
Grac. When I have ſpoke, you' Il find it is no Wonder: 

He has a Miſtreſs more renown'd than me, 

Whom he does court, his dearer Loyalty, 

He on his Legs does now her Favour wear ; 

He is confin'd by her foul Raviſher : 

You may not know his Perſon ; but his Name 

Is ſtrange to none that have convers'd with Fame. 

"10 once. : 


Beauf. The Man indeed I ne'er did fee, 


4 23 


7 But have heard Wonders of his Gallantry. 


Grac. 'This gallant Man my Brother ever Jov'd ; 


But his Heroick Virtues ſo improv'd 


In time thoſe Seeds of Love which firſt were ſown, 
That to the higheſt Friendſhip they are grown, 
This Friendſhip firſt, and not his Love to me, 
Sought an Alliance with our Family. 

My Siſter and my ſelf were newly come 

From learning how to live, to live at home : 


f | When barren of Diſcourſe one Day, and free 


With's Friend, my Brother chanc'd to talk of me ; 


BD. Unlucky | 
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His Perſon and his Merits were ſo great, 


So kind to him, to make our Hearts agree, 


In the Preſence of your Miſtreſs? Widow, what wou'd 


With yours to the Park; that may take off the Scandal | 4 
Of his? 1 


Beau. Your Servant, Madam. [Ex. all but Aur. 4 the 


I 
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Unlucky Accident! His Friend reply'd, 

He long had wiff'd their Blood might be ally; 
Then preſzd him thar they night my Father move T. 
To give an Approbation to his Love: | * 


He granted faſter than they cou d entreat; IL 
He wiſh'd the Fates that govern Hearts would be 


But told them he had made a ſacred Vow, 
Never to force what Love ſhou'd difallow. 
Enter Sir Frederick and Widow. 
But ſee, Sir Frederick and my Aunt. 
My Lord, ſome other time I will relate 
The Story of his Love, and of its Fate. 1 
Sir Fred. How now my Lord? So grave a Countenance 


Vou give your Eyes had Power to make me ſuch another . 
Melancholy Gentleman? 0 
Mid. I have ſeen en as merry a Man as your fel, 
Sir Frederick, brought to ſtand with folded Arms, and 
With a triſtful Look tell a mournful Tale to a Lady. 
nter a For- Boy, and æubiſpers dir Frederick. 
Sir Fred. The Devil owes ſome Men a Shame; the 
Coach is ready: Widow, I know you are ambitious tc to 
Be ſeen in my Company. IJ 
Mu. My Lord, and Couſin, will you honour me 


Enter Aurelia and Leticia. 1 

Bteauf. Madam, we'll wait upon you; but we muſt 1 
Not leave this Lady behind us. WW The 
Maid. Couſin Aurelia | = 
Aur. Madam, I beg you will emi me, and you, Dea 


My Lord ; I feel a little Indiſpoſition, and dare n. not 
Venture into ſo ſharp an Air. 


. 
3 # Aa. | * 
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Fur. Retire: I wou'd not have you ſay with me, 
I have too great a Train of Miſery. | 
If Virtuous Love in none be Cauſe. of Shame. 
Why ſhould it be a Crime to own the Flame? 
But we by Cuſtom, not by Nature led, 
Muſt in the beaten Paths of Honour tread. 
J love thee Bruce; but Heav'n, what have I done! 
Leticia, did I not command you hence? | 
Let. Madam, I hope my Care is no Offence : 
J am afflited thus to ſee you take 
Delight to keep your Miſeries awake. 
Aur. Since you have heard me, ſwear you will be true 
Leticia, none muſt know J love but you. 
Let. If I at any time your Love declare, 


_ May I of Heav'n and ſerving you deſpair. ) 

d Though I am young, yet I have felt this Smart; 

ther Love once was buſy with my tender Heart. ; 

Ar. Wert thou in Love? ; PETS, 
Let. I was, 


Aur. Pr ythee, with PRA 
Let. With one that like my ſelf did 3 as £ 


= Aur. Leticia, You confirm me by your Tears: 
Now I believe you lov'd; did he love you? 
I Let. That had been more than to my Love was due; 
He was ſo much above my humble Birth, | 
My Paſſion had been fitter for his Mirth. 
== Aur. And does your Love continue ſtill the fame? 
Let. Some Sparks remain, but time has quench'd the 
hope twill prove as kind to you, and cure [ Flame: 
Theſe greater Griefs which (Madam) you endure. 
3 Aur. Time to my bleeding Heart brings no Relief; 
Death there muſt heal the fatal Wounds of Grief. 
Leticia. come, within this ſhady Bower 
Well join our mournful Voices, and repeat 
the ſaddeſt Tales we ever learn'd of Love. 


B 3 Aurelia 


Methoughts his Actions were above his Years. [She weeps, = 
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Aurelia and Let cia wall into an Arbour and d fo this 
. Song in Parts. 


SONG. 


HE N Phillis watch'd her harmleſs Sheep 
Not one poor Lamb was made a Prey; 
Tet ſhe had Cauſe enough to weep, 
Her filly Heart did go aftray. 
Den flying to the neigbh ring Grove, 
She left the tender Flock to rove, 
And to the Winds did breathe her Love. 
She fought in vain 
To eaſe her Pain ; 
E beedleſs Winds did fan her Hire; 
Venting her Grief © 
Gawe no Relief; 
But rather did increaſe Dejire. 
Then fitting with her Arms a-crofs, | 
| Her Sorroxus ſtreaming from each Eye ; 
She fd her Thoughts upon her Loſs, 
And in Deſpair refobv'd to die. 


Har Why ſhou'd you weep, Leticia, whilſt we fg ? 


[Walking out of the Arbour, I 


'Tell me from * thoſe gentle Currents ſpring. 
Can yet your faded Love cauſe ſuch freſh Showers ? 
This Water is too good for dying Flowers. | 
Let. Madam, it is ſuch Love commands this Dew 
As cannot fade; it is my Love to you. 
Aur. Leticia, I am weary of this Place; 
And yet I know not whither I fhou'd go. 
Let. Will you be pleas'd to try if you can lep? 2 
That may deceive you of your Cares a while. 


Aur. I will: There's nothing here does give me Eaſe, 


- But in the end will nouriſh my Diſeaſe. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE UL. 2 Tavern. s 


Enter Wheadle „ e lately after im 4 Foot. boy. 


Mpead. The Hour is come; where's your Matter, GUITAR : 
Foat-b. He'll be here immediately, Sir.” 
Whead. Is he neatly dreſs'd ? f 
Fior-b. In the very Suit he won mother Day of the 
F uckinghamſ/hire Grafier. 
head. Take this Letter, and give it me when you 
Perceive me talking with Sir Nicholas Cully, with 
Recommendations from a Lady; lurk in ſome fecret Place 
Till he's come, that he may not perceive you at his 
Entrance. Oh, here's Palmer. [Exit Foot-boy. 
Thom, what's the Price of a Score of fat 
Wethers ? [ Enter Palmer. 
Palm.. Do they not well become me, Boy ? 
bead. Nature doubtleſs intended thee for a Rogue, 
She has ſo well contriv'd thee for Diſguiſes. Here comes 
ir Nicholas. [ Enter Sir Nicholas. 


this 


2 Countryman of mine. 
Sir Nich. Your Servant, Sir; 0 not the Ladye come 


By yet ? 


Boy. Well, what News ? Enter Boy, 
Boy. My Lady preſents her Service to you, Sir, and 

as ſent you this. [Delivers a Letter. 
| [ Wheadle reads, and ſeems much diſpleas 4. 
Sir Nich. What is the matter, Man? 


Patience to tell you. Fortune ſtill A me in all my 
Expectations. 

bir Nich. (reaaing the Letter.) The Citizen"; 175 ife, forc d 
Lo go to Greenwich ewith her Huband, will meet ſome 
ine next Week, 
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2 Sir Nicholas, come, come; this is an honeſt Friend and 


Whead. J expect her every Moment, — Ho, here's her 


Wl head. Read, read, I want [Gives Cul. the Letter, 


Bu N a 


32 LovrmaTus. 
Come, come, Wheadk, another time will do 3 be not ſa 
Paſſionate, Man. 
Vhead. T muſt abuſe my Friend won an idle 
Woman's Word! 0 
Sir Nich. Piſh, tis an Aceident: come let us drink a 
Glaſs of Wine, to put theſe Women out of our Heads. 
Palm. Women ? ho Boys, Women, where are the 
Women? 
Whead. Here's your merry Councryman. 


Kg Palmer ſongs. 
1 took her by: the Apron, 
. To bring her to his beck; 
But as he wound her to him, 
The Apron. ſtrings did break. 


Ester Drawer with Wine: 

Sir Nicb. A merry Man indeed. Sir, my Service 

To you. Drina to Palmer. 
Palm. Thank you, gr. Come Mr. Wheadle, 

Remembring my Landlord, i' faith; wou'd he were een 
Among us now. Come be merry Man. * Lend [ Jo Sir Nic. 
Me your Hand, Sir; you look like an honeſt Mann? 
Here's a good Health to all that are ſo: Tope — here 
__ me. [Drinks 
[Gives Sir Nicholas the Glaſs. 
a Nich. Mr. — to you: A 
[Drinks, and leaves ſome inthe Cal. 5 
"al I'll not abate you an Ace. *Slid, y'are not ſo | 
Honeſt as I took you for. [S Nich. drinks up the reſt. 


Palmer ſongs. 


F any Man baulk his Liguor, 
1 Let him never baulk the Gallows, 
- But fing @ Pſalm there aui ib Vicar, 
Or die in @ Dirty Ale houſe. | 
— - | Enter 


Lovx hn a Tus. 2 
Euter Drawer. 

Drawer. There's a Countryman below deſires to Hoes | 
With his Maſter Palmer. | 

Palm. So, ſo, thank the Lad; it is my Man, I 
Appointed him to call here ; Was ſold the Cattle I'll 
Warrant you: Pl wait upon you again preſently, 
Gentlemen. [Exit Palmer. 

Whead. Is not this a very pleaſant Fellow ? | 

Sir Nich. The pleaſanteſt L ever met with; what is ber 

Whead. He's a Buckinghamſhire Graſier, very rich; 
He has the fat Oxen, and fat Acres in the Vale: I met 
Him here by chance, and cou'd not avoid drinking a 
Glas o' Wine with him. I believe he's gone down to 
KReceive Money; twere an excellent Deſign to bubble him. 
: Sir Nich. How 'twou'd change his merry Note; will. 
You try him? 

head. Do you; I cannot appear in't, , becauſe he takes) 
Me for his Friend. 


t {a 


5 
455 
* 
* * 

1 
7 
Fre 
25 
2 
2% 

2 

. 
55 

1 
8 

1 

8 
* 

3 

STI. 

. 

6 

* 3 
8 
8 

; 1 

2 

9 

FE: 5 

7 

8 

8 

> 


Sir Nich. How neatly I cou d tope upon him N 5 
— Mead. All things will paſs upon him; I'II go your gy 

Half: Talk of Dice, you'll perceive if he's coming, 
ho What Money have you about you? 
Nie. Sir Mob. Ten Pieces. | 
„ Ahead. J have about that Quantity too; haves take it. K 
here lf he ſhou'd run us out of our ready Money be fure you: 9 
_ ses him deep upon Tick, if he. Il be-at you, that we” | 
_ May recover it; for we'll not pay a Farthing of what we | 
226 Loſe that Way. Huſh, here he conies. 
5 0 1 Enter Palmer with a Bag , Money under his 1 
. and flings it upon the Table. 


Palm. All my fat Oxen and Sheep. are- melted to this, 

Gentlemen. | 

Mad. Their Greaſe is well try'd, Sir: | 

= Sir Nich. Comme, Sir, for all your Riches, you are in 

WArrear here. [Offers hima Glaſs. _ 

= Pan. Ile beende Debts; My hearty _ | 
85 


* 
* 
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34 Love in a Tu B. 
Jo you, Sir, [ Drinls.] Wou'd I had you both in 


Buckinghamſiire, and a Pipe of this Canary in my Cellar; 
We'd roaſt an Ox before we parted; ſhou'd we not, wy" ? 


15 palmer fangs. 

W. 4 d fing, and wed laugh, and we'd drink all the 
Day; 

Our reaſon we'd Lani , our Senſes fou d fray 3 

And every Pleaſure our Wills ſhou'd obey. 


- Palm. Come, drink to mea brimmer if you dare now. 

Sir Nich. Nay, if you provoke me you'll find me a 
Bold Man : Give me a bigger Glaſs, Boy : So, this is 
Fit for Men of Worſhip ; Hang your retail Drinicers ; ; 
Have at thee, my brave Countryman. 1 Drinks, 

Palm. I'll do all I can for my Guts to pledge thee. 
Ho, brave Boys! that's he, that's he, i'faith 3 how I 
Cou'd hug thee now ! Mr, Wheadle, to you. 

Mpead. I proteſt, Gentlemen, you'll fright me out of 
Your Company. Sir Nicholas, ſhall we have t'other 
Round? 

Sir Nich. Let's pauſe a while. What ſay you, 
Gentlemen, if to paſs away the time and to refreſh us, 
We ſhou'd have a Box and Dice, and fling a merry 
Main among our ſelves in Sport ? 

Whead. Twill ſpoil good Com by no means 
Sir Nicholas, 1 . e 1 

Palm, MAY Fey among Friends ; z let's havea Wench, 


SINGS. 


gow Jenny was all my Foy, 
She bad my Heart at her Vill; 
But ] left her and her Top... 


When once T had gat my Fill 


War irres ll hrs her? 5 
Six Vab. 
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Sir Nich. We are not drunk enough for a Wench. 
Palm. Let's ſing a Catch then. 
. = Whead. Cull. Agreed, agreed. 
4 bead. Begin, Mr. Palmer. 
= Palmers ſongs, landing in the middle, with a MP: 
, Wine in his Hand. 
Palm. Hawe no deſign here, 
But drinking good Wine here. 
Whead. Nor 1, Boy. 
Sir Nich. Nor 1, Boy. 
Whead. Th'art my Boy. 
Sir Nich. Th art my Boy. | Eo 
_ All Three. Our Heads are too airy for Phits : 45 


15 L.et us hug then all Three, I 
i . Since our Virtues agree, | 
| We'll hollow and caſt up our Hals. 8 
1 [They hollow auhilſi Palmer drinks, and then 
change till it has gone round. | 
100 Sir Nich. Enough, enough. 
Palm. Very good Boys all, very good Boys all. Give 
Me a Glaſs of Wine there; fill a Brimmer: Sir Nicholas, 
Your Lady. 1 
us; Sir Nich. Pray, Sir, forbear ; I muſt be fore d to 
y Leave your Company elſe. Pr 'ythee, Wheadle, let? 8 have 
A Box and Dice. 
5 Whead. We ſhall grow dull. Mr. Palmer, what ſay 
3 
5x You to the Bus'neſs ? - _ 
nch. Palm. I do not £8 TT Dice : I underſtand good 


Paſture and Drink Hang the Devil's Bones. 
[Wheadle xvhiſbers Cully 7 ſend for * Cully 
auhiſpers the Drawer. 
Palmer fngs. 
Z E that Na his Wine for 3 FRE Dice, 
9 | Or his Wench for fear of Miſhaps, 
| . | May be beg all his Days, cracking of Lice,” 
is Wc: - Ad die In concluſion of Clap. 5, 
Nich. +; B 6 Zaler 


WOT: 


36 Lo vE in 4 Tu 5. | 
a | Enter Drawer evith Dice. 
Palm. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the harmleſe 
Sport of the two ; a merry Glaſs round. . 
Sir Nic. Excuſeme, Sir, PII pledge you here. deren Dice. 


Come, come, Sir, on Six; Six is the Main. 5 
Palm. The Main? what's the Main? 98 


Palm. You paſs my underſtanding: J can fling moſt 


Sir Nich. Do not you underſtand Hazard? 5 1 
0 Palm T Underſtand Dice, or © paint L 
Sir Nich. Can you play at Paſlage ? 4 


; 
| 
At a Throw, for a Shot, or a Glaſs of Wine. 3 
| Sir Nich. Paſſage is eaſily learn d: The Caſter wins if 
| Je flings above Ten with Doublets upon three Dice. 


Palm. How Doublets? 

Sir Nich. Two of a ert two Cinques, two Tre's, 
Or the like. | 
Palm. Ho, ho; 1 1 you. 

Sir Nich. Come, ſet then. 

Palm. I ſet you this Bottle. 

Sir Mob. Nay, nay, ſet Money. 

Palm. Is it a fair Play, Mr. Wheadle? ] truſt to you. 

Whead. Upon my Word a very fair ſquare Play; but 

Ibis Table is fo wet, there's no playing upon it. 
Drawer, Will you be pleas'd to remove into the next 
Room, Gentlemen? 

Sir Nich. I think twill not be amiſs. _ 

WYhead. Much better. Come Mr. Palmer. 

Palm, II follow, Sir, * 


Palmer ſongs. 


E Py be not as hind as fair, 

: But peeviſh and unbandy, — 

Leave her, ſhe's only worth the Care 
Of Jome ſpruce Fach a- dandy : 


5 * 5 


IF eyou'd not have thee ſuch an Afr, 
Had.ſi thou ner fo much leiſure,. 


To gh and auhine for ſucb a Laſs 
Whoſe Pride above her Pleaſure. 


Sir Nich. Ho brave Boy: 
Palm. March on, march on. 


eſſer 


Dice. 


S IN GS. 
ME E much of ewry Burame Girl, 
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ꝛoſt 
Which needs but little Courting ;: 
ns if Her Value is above: the Pearl, 
; That takes Delight in. ſporting. 
”, 
AC _— HI. 8 CE N E I. 
8 C E N E, 4 Torn 
vou. 
but Enter Sir Nicholas Cully, Wheadle, Palmer, and 
5 | Drawer. 

next i 47: Sir Nicholas, for all OA "I — 

| TH Have. a Note under your Hand Tor. . 


houſand Pounds vou. we me. 

tal. This muſt not be among Friends, Mr. Palmer 3- 

F Wir Nicholas ſhall not pay the Money. 

2 Sir Nich. Thad been a: Mad-man to play at ſuch a. 
Nate, if I had ever intended to pay. 

Palm. Tho? I am but a poor Countryman, 

corn to be chous d: I have Friends in Ton. 

bead. But hark you, Mr. Palmen. 

Palm. Hark. me no harks; Flt have my Money. 

dir Niab. Ne e 


* 


3. © 
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38 LovEͥ TB. 
Mead. Laugbing] Farewel, Sir, haſte into the n : 
To mind your Cattle. 2] 

Palm. But hark you, Gentlemen; ; are you i in earneſt 

Whead. Ay indeed; fare you well, Sir. ; 
Palm. I took you for my Friend, Mr. Wheadk ; 
But now I perceive what you are. : 
* Your Ear, Sir. 55 [* To Gu, ; 
I head. Never fear him; he dares not go into the Field 
Without it be among his Sheep. 1 

Cul. Agreed; to morrow, OE Eight in the Win : 
Near Pancridge. 4 
Mead. Iwill have the 3 to ſerve you, ür . 
Provide your ſelf a Second, Mr. Palmen. I 
TExeunt Sir Nich. and Wheadle aebi > 

Palm. 2225 Laugh. This is the Sheep that I muſt | 


8 CEN E II. Covent. Garden. 


Enter Sir Frederick Frolick, with Figlers before bim, 
and ſix or tight Link-biys, Dancing and Singing. 


Sir Fred. Here, here, this is the Window; range your : 
Selves here. 4 


Enter the Bell man. 
Bell m. Good- morrow, Gentlemen. : A 
Sir Fred. Honeſt Bell-man, pr'ythee lend me ie thy Bell. 
Bell m. With all my Heart, Maſter. 3 
[Sir Fred. ringe the Bell, and then 88 theſe Perſes.| 4 


Sir Fred. OU Widew, that do fleep Dog fleth, 
And.now for your dead Huſband Weeſy 
Perceiving well: what want Jou have 
Of that poor Worm has eat in Grave 3. 
Riſe out of Bed, and ope the Door: 
Here's that auill all jour Joys reſtore, 
| Good. -morrow, 'my Mi * 4 dear, mne ; 
.. God-morrow, Widew, 2 
He 


LovE n a Tus. 39 
; lte rings the Bell again. 
y 2 i comes to the Window unlac 4, * 
: her Petticoats in her Hand. | 
; Maid Who's that comes at this unſeaſonable Hour, to 
Piſturb my Lady's Quiet? 

= Sir Fred. An honeſt Bell-man to mind her of her Frailty. 
our 5 : Maid. Sir Frederick, I wonder you will offer wy you 
F 10 Will loſe her Favour for ever. 
Sis Fred. Y'are miſtaken ; now's the time to creep into 
Her Favour. 

Maid. Tam ſure y*ave wak d me out of the ſweeteſt 

ll lep: Hey ho | 
= Sir Fred. Poor Girl! let me in, Pl work thee into 


raing 


8 eee 


ghin. =D ſweeter. 

wht N ; Maid. J hear a ſtirring in my Miſtreſs's Chamber; I 

Exil Pelieve y'ave frighted her. [Exit Maid. 

Sir Fred. Sound a freſh Alarm ; the Enemy's at Hand. 
[Fidlers Play. 

The Widow comes to the Windau in her Night-G un. 

id. Whoſe Inſolence i is this, that dares affront me 

Thus? 

Sir Fred. in If there be Infolence-in Love, *tis I 

Canting Tone. Have done you this unwilling Injury, 

Via. What pitiful rhiming Fellow's that? He ſpeaks as. 

he were prompted by the Fidlers. 

Sir Fred. Alas; what Pains I take thus to uncloſe 

hoſe pretty Eye-lids which lock d up my Foes! 

id. A 4 Book wou d become that Tone a great 

Deal better: He might get a pretty Living by reading 

Mother Shipton's Propheſies, or ſome Pious Exhortation 

che Corner of a Street: His mournful Voice, I vow, 

las mov'd my Compaſſion. 

= Sir Fred. Ay, ay, we ſhou'd have a F e of 

ne another indeed, Widow. 

| Mid. Six Frederick, is it you? | 

Sis Fred. Yes truly; and can you be angry, Lady ? 


e E Have 


40 Lov E πι a Tu. 
Have not your Quarters been beaten up at theſe moſt 
Seaſonable Hours before now? 
Mid. Ves, but it has been by one that has had a 
Commiſſion for what he did: I'm afraid ſhou'd it once 
Become your Duty, you wou d ſoon grow weary of the 
Employment. 5 
Sir Fred. Widow, I hate this diſtance; *tis not the 
Engh/o Faſhion, pr'ythee let's come to't Hand to Fiſt. 
Mid. I give no Entertainment to ſuch lewd- Perſons. FR .. 
Farewel, Sir.. [Exit Wid BY 
Sir Fred. III fetch thee again? or conjure the whole 
Garden up. Sing the Catch I taught you at the Roſe. 
[Fidlers Arg. 
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E' that will win a Midori Heart 1 
1 Maß bear up brishly to ber: 
She loves the Lad that's free and | ſmart,. | 
But hates the formal Wor. 
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Widow runs 10 * Windew again, with her Maid. 

Vid. Hold, hold, Sir Frederick; ; what do you imagine 8 | 
The Neighbours will think ? - 

Sir Fred. So ill, I hope, of thee, thou'l be forced to = 
Think the better of me. 

Vid. JI am much beholden to you for che e 
Have of my Reputation. 

Sir Fred. Talk no more, but let the Door be open'd ; 
Or elſe Fidler : 

Mid. Pray hold; what Security ſtall J have for your 

Good Behaviour. ? 1 5 

Sir Fred. My Word. | Y 

Wid. That's pawn'd at the Tavern from whence you | 
Sir Fred. Thy own Honeſty then; is that engag d? 


Wid, 


— 
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Mid. Ithink that will go nigh to ſecure me. Give em 
Entrance, Betty. [Ex. Widow and her Maid. 
: Emer Palmer, with. @ Link before bim. 1 
Sir Fred. Ha! who goes there? | 55 
Palm. An humble Creature of yours, Sir. 
the Sir Fred. Palmer in a Diſguiſe! what Roguery haſt 
viſt : hou- been about ? 
ons, | . Flu. Out of my Ln Inclinations doing Service to. 
ole ir Fred. What ? a plotting? 
+. Palm. How to deſtroy his Enemies, Mr. Whadl and L 
| 5 re very vigilant. | 
SBI Sir Fred. In bubbling. of ſome Body, on my Life. 
- We do not uſe to boaſt our Services, nor do we 
Rewards; good Actions recompenſe themſelves. 
| Sir Fred. Ho tlie Door opens; farewel, Sirrah. 
entlemen, wait you without, and be ready when I call. 
Joneſt Bell man drink this. [Gives the. Bell-man Money, 
Bell-m. Thank you, noble Maſter. [Exit Bell man: 
== Sir Fred. entring. Here's-ſomething to ftop thy Mouth 
ſoo: [Pe Maid ſbriets. 
Maid. Out upon you, Sir Frederick ; you'll never leave 
Four old Tricks. f [Exeunt., 


SCENE III. The JFidw's Hoſe. 


3 Eater Sir Fred. leading the Widew, follew'd by her Maid. 
ir Fred. Little did I think I ſhou'd/have been brought 

Lo this paſs: Love never had the Power ta rob me f 
My Reſt before. 

= 74. Alas poor Gee he has not been us'd. to 

heſe late Hours. 

= Sir Fred. Widow, do not you be peeviſh, now, 'tis 

PVangerous Jeſting with my A en 3 tis in its Lafandy, 5 

nd muſt be humour d. # 

Vi. Pray. teach me how, Sir. 


oft 


= 
once 
f the 
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Vid. Sir 
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Sir Fred. Why, with Kiſſes, and ſuch pretty little N 
Dalliances; thus, thus. LX es ber. 
id. Hold, hold, Sir; if it e 1 froward, put it out 

To Nurſe; I am not fo fond of it as you imagine ; pray 1 

How have you diſposd of your brave Comrades? Have 
You left them to the Mercy of the Beadle ? 

Sir Fred. No, you mult be acquainted with their 
Virtues. Enter Gentlemen. 51 
Enter the Fidlers, and a Maſque of the Link-boys, who are | 1 s ve 

= Dancing-Maſters, diſguis d Jr the Frolich. 4 
Mid. Theſe are Men of Skill. [After the Maſque. 

Sir Fred. I diſguis'd 'em for your Entertainment. "2 
Mad. Well, Sir, now I hope you wil leave me to * 3 
Reſt. = 

Sir Fred. Can you in Conſcience turn a Yeu Man 3 
Out of Doors at this time o'th Night, Widow? Fi ie, be, 'J Diſc] 
The very Thought on't will keep you waking. IF 

Mid. So pretty, ſo well favour d a Fou 'S Man 5 3 one 
That loves me! 77 

Sir Fred. Ay, one that loves IA : 

Mid. Truly 'tis a very hard-hearted Thing. 2 4 25. 

Sir Fred. Come, come, be mollify'd. You may go 2 
Gentlemen, and leave me here; 3 you may go. 9 

To the Maſquers = 

Vid. You may ſtay, Gentlemen; you may ſtay, and 4 
Take your Captain along with you; You'll find good 7 
Quarters in ſome warm Hay. loſt. 2 

Sir Fred. Mercileſs Woman! do but lend me thy | 
Maid; faith I'll uſe her very tenderly and lovingly, even 
As I'd uſe thy ſelf, dear Widow, if thou would'ſt but : 
Make proof of my Affection. 

Wlid. If the Conſtable carry your ſuſpi picious Perſon to 
The Compter, pray let me have notice of i it; "TU (nd 2 
My Taylor to be your Bail. 22 

Sir Fred. Go, go to Bed, and be idle, Widow; Fa thats 5 
Worſe than any Misfortune I can meet with, Strike up, 27 

And 
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tle nd give notice of our coming. Farewel, Widow ; I 
s hey, ; ity uy ſolitary Condition. 1 n Fidlers playing. 
it out 


pray jy SCENE IV. Sir Frederick's Lodging. 


aids Emer Dufoy and Clark. 
; Clark. I wonder Sir Frederick ſtays out ſo late. 
Di,. Dis is noting ; fix, ſeven a Clock i in the Morning 
0 are is ver good Hour. 
BY Clark. I hope he does not uſe theſe Hours often. 
gut. Daf. Some ſix, ſeven time a Veek; no oftiner. 
Clark. My Lord commanded me to wait his coming. 
my Duf. Matre Clark, to divertiſe you, I vil tell you 
low I did get be acquainted vid dis Bedlam Matre. 
lan About two, tree Year ago me had for my conveniance 4 
, fie, 3 Diſcharge my ſelf from attending Enter Foot-boy. : | 
IP: Matre D'oſtel to a Perſon of Condition in Faris 3 it 1 
one Hapen after de diſpatch of my little Affaire F 
Foot-b. That is, after h'ad ſpent his Money, Sir. | 
Da,. Jan foutre de Lacque ; me vil have de Vip and 3 
fighs, Pe Belle vor your Breeck, Rogue. ; 1 
« go BY Frorb. Sir, in a Word, he was Fack-Pudding to a 1 
lountebank, and turn'd off for want of Wit: My I 
que;s, ¶ laſter pick'd him up before a Puppit-ſhow, mumbling a 9 
, and Half penny Cuſtard, to ſend him with a Letter to the = 
Do. Morbleu, fee, ſee de Inſolance of de Foot-boy [ 
y Engliſh, Bogre Raſcale, you lie, begar I vil cuttẽ your = 
even MY roate. [Exit Foot- boy. | 
but Cart. He's a Rogue; on with your Story, Monſieur. 
De,. Matré Clark, I am your ver humble Serviteur; 
ſon to Put begar me have no patience to be abuſe. As I did 
| ſend Pay, after de diſpatehẽ of my Afﬀaire, van Day being 
I ele, vich does produce de Mellancholique, I did valkẽ 
that's ver de new Bridge in Parie, and to devertiſe de Time, 
e up, nd my more ſerious Thoughts, me did look to ſee de 
And Marrionete 
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Marrionetẽ and de Jack-puddinge, vich did play hundrei 
Pretty Tricke, time de Collation vas come; and vor! 
Had no Company, I vas unvilling to go to de Cabarete, 
But did: buy a:Darriols; littel. Cuſtarde/vich did'ſatisfie 
My Apetite ver vel: In dis time young Monſieur de ht 
Grandvil (a Jentleman of ver great Quality, van dat va I, 
My ver good Friendé, and has done me ver great and 
Inſignal Faveure) come by in his Caroche, vid dis 
Sir Frollict, whe did Pention at the ſame Academy, to Fl 
Learn the Language, de bon Mine, de great Horſe, and 
Many oder Trike: Monfieur ſeeing me did make de 
Bowe, and did beken, beken me come to him! He did 
 'Telle me dat de Englis Jentleman had de Letre-vor c 
Poſtẽ, and did entreate me (if I had de oppertunity) 4 
To ſee de Letré deliver: He did tellé me too, it vold be 
Ver great Obligation: De Memory of de Faveur I had FI 
Receive from his-Famelye,. beſide the Inclination.L 
Naturally have to ſerve de Strangers; made-mereturne | 
De Complemen vid ver great Civility, and ſo 1 did tale 
De Letré, and: ſee it delivers; Sir Frollick perceiving BY 
(By de Management of dis Afaire) dat I vas a Man ; ; 
Deſprit, and of Vitte, did entreate me to be his Serviteur; | 
Me did take d' Affection to his Perſone, and vas contents 1 4 15 f 
To live vid him, to counſel and to adviſe him. You ſet | 
Now: de lie of de: Bongre de Lacque Engliſhe, Morzbleu, 1 


Enter a Footman. 


a Monſieur, the Apothecary is without. 1 
| Rr Dat News be no ver velcome, begar. Matre 
Clark, go and fit you down; I vil but ſwal my i 


Break-face, and be vid you again preſant. Morbleu Wl c 
LApothecaré. [Excunt. ha 
SCENE u. 4 Fidd. . 

H 


= Euter Wheadle and Cully. : 
Cut. Dear Wheadle, this is too dangerous a Teſtimon; 
Af thy Kindneſs, E 
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head. I ſhou'd be angry with you if you thought ſo: 


Indred What makes you: fo fer ious ? g 

vor Cul. I am forry I did not provide for both our Safeties. 
are, mpead. How ſo? : 

itisfie Cul. Colonel Hewſon is my Neighbour, and very good 
de N Friend: I might have acquainted him with the Buſineſs, 


and got him with a File of Muſketeers to ſecure. us all. 
= head. But this wou'd not. ſecure your Honour. 
What wou'd the World have judg'd ? 


= Cz/. Let the World have judg'd what it wou'd : Have 
» Pe not had many Precedents of late, and the World 
de WK nows not what to judge? 
be Cd pead. But you ſee there was no need to hazard your 
por EP Reputation 3 here's no Enemy appears. | 
ty) 3 Cu). We have done our Duty, let's be going then. 
abe ea. We ought to wait a while. 
* Cual. The Air is ſo bleak, I vow I can no longer 

Endure it. | 
=O, Mead. Have a little Pati 1ence, nieckiiike J fee two 
be Making towards us in the next Cloſe. 
. nl. Where, where? Tis them. | 
<a Mpead. Bear up bravely now like a Man. 
— Cual. I proteſt I am the wort Diſſembler in Caſes of 
_ Arnis Nature. 
ou ſa 0 Along; look like a Man of Reflution. 
Slew Whither, whither go you! | | 
Cul. But to the next Houſe to make my Will, for 

ke, ear of the worſt : Tell them JI bechere again preſently. 
23 = 7Yhead. By no means; if you give em the leaſt A | 
Lo ſuſpect you, they II appear like Lions. 
. ; = Cz/. Well, tis but giving Security for the Money; 


hat will bring me off at laſt. 
Enter Palmer and his Second. 
| Pali I ſee you ride the Fore-horſe, Gentlemen. 
1 * but, Cully, abb fumbles with 25s Doublet. 


=_ -Morrow, Sir. 
mon : Sec, 
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Fec. Come, Sir, let us match the Swords. [To Wheadl 
I bead. With all my Heart. ¶ Bey match the Sword 


Palmer Aang. Serv. 

H E had and a good right Bilbo Blaat, = Cc 
Wherewith he us'd to vapour; 

Full many a ſtubborn Foe had made . You 
To wwince and cut a Caper. | I F 1 
Sec. Here's your Sword, Sir. [To Palme} f 


Palm, Come, Sir, are you ready for this Sport? [7oCully} 4 
- Cal. By and by, Sir; I will not rend the Buttons fron P 
My Doublet for no Man's Pleaſure. b 
bead. Death, y'ave ſpoil'd all; make haſte. 3 
© Cul. Hang 'em, the Devil eggs 'em on, they will fight 
Palm. What, will you never have done fumbling' Bi 
Sec. This is a ſhame ; fight him with his Doublet on 


There's no foul play under it. & | 
Palm. Come, Sir, have at you. [Mak ing to Cul 7 
Sec. Here, here, Sir. [7o Whead f c 


M bead. I am for you, Sir. 1 
[Wheadle and the Second ſeem to fl : 


V 
G ul. Hold, hold, I beſeech you, Mr. Palmer, beat 

Me, hear me. | 1 UW 
M bead. What's the matter? 18 
Cul. My Conſcience will not W me fight in a wron 9 For 
Cauſe; I will pay the Money, J have fairly loſt it. 2 I 
Whead. How contemptible is Man, overcome by H To. 
' Worſt of Paſhons, Fear! it makes him as much belorl F , 4 

Beaſts as Reaſon raiſes him above them. I will my ſe aw 
Fight you both; come on, if you dare. _—_ KK 
Cul. Pr'ythee, dear Wheadle, do but hear me. F You 
head. I diſown all the Kindneſs I ever had for youll I | 
Where are theſe Men of Valour, which owe their 
\ Virtue to this Man's Vice? Let: me go, I will chaſticc | * 


Their RES my ſelf. | [Cully * hin : 
WP 5 ca 
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headle Cul. Dear Wheadle, bear with the Frailties of hy 
work Friends. tn 
| Mpead. Death! what would you have me do? Can 1 


Serve you with any thing more dear than my _ 
Cul. Let us give them Security. 

head. Do you know what it is you would 4o? Have 
vou confider'd what a Thouſand Pounds is? Tis a 
Fortune for any one Man. 

Cul. J will pay it all, thou ſhalt be no Loſer. 
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Palmer = 77ead. Do you hear, Shepherd ? How do you expect 
Cul: This Money? 


ns fron 
E E Adviſe. 
3 Sec. A Warrant to dn a OTTER from you both. 
Mead. You ſhall be damn'd firſt ; you ſhall have 
Nothing. 
Palm. and Sec. We'll have your Bloods. 
E | [They proffer to fight 3 Cully holds Wheadle. 

Call 1 7head. Let me go. 
head Cul. Dear Wheadle, let it be ſo. You ſhall have a 
Judgment, Gentlemen. 
4 Whed. I will take care hereafter with whom I engage. 
| [The Second pulls Papers out of his Pocket. 
| What! you have your Tacklings about you. 
= Sc. We have Articles for Peace, as well as Weapons 
or War. 

= 7d. Diſpatch, diſpatch then, put me to no more 
Torment with delays. 
below 1 Sec. Come Sir Nicholas to the Book ; you ſee we are 
Favourable, we grant you the Benefit of your Clergy. 


1 180 ; 
bling! 
blet on | 


W Your hel ping Hand good Mr. Mheaale, to finiſh the Work. 


Palm.You ſhall have another, if you pleaſe, at the Price. 
Sec. We ſeldom quarrel under a thouſand Pound. 
Palm. and Sec. We wiſh you merry, Gentlemen. 


Palm. I expect ſuch Security for it a my Friend ſhall 


[ Cul. /ub/cribes on Palmer's Back, and then Wheadle. 


or youll bead. Take that into the Bargain. [Kicks him. 


Palmer 


8 LO VT π Tus 
| Palmer nge. 
oO ME llei's to: the Tavern ſcape, 
» And drink whilſt we can ſland; 
15 thirſt more for the Blood o'th'Grape 


has for the Blood of Man. 8 
[EExeunt Palmer and Second 1 


Whead. Do you ſee now what Men e Prowel! 
Theſe are? 3 
Cul. J was to blame indeed. | : 
Mead. I am in ſuch a Paſſion I know not what wal 
Let us not ftand gazing here; I wou'd not have this 
Known for a Kingdom. | 3 
Cu. No, nor I neither. [ZExcun lh 
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8 ENR VI. 
be Lord Boulkrs Houſe | 


Enter my Lord Bevill and Lovis. 
Lov. Tis yet within your Pow'r, Sir, to maintain 
Our Honour, and prevent this threatning Stain. 2 
L. Bev. Forbear this wicked Inſolence: Once more 
I charge you think on-your Obedience. [Ex. L. Berl 4 
Low. Beauty, what art thou, we ſo much admire! 4 
Thou art no real, but a ſeeming Fire, 4 
Which, like the Glow-worm, only caſts a light 
To them whoſe Reaſon Paſſion does benight. 
Thou art a Meteor, which but blazing dies, 
Made of ſuch Vapours as from ys ariſe. © 
Bode thy guilty Beams lurk cruel Fates, 
Io peaceful Families, and warring States, 
Unhappy F riend, to doat on what we k. 
| . Enter a Servant. 4 
Py Sir, Colonel Bruce, unexpectediy releaſed fron 
| His 9 iscome to wait upon you. Ex,Servar 
a | Wi 
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Lv. What ſhall I do? Ye Powers above be kind, 

Pome Counſel give to my Diſtracted Mind: 

1 riendſhip and Shame within me ſo contend, 

know not how-to ſhun or meet my Friend. 

"INE" : Enter Bruce. | 

Prowel 

Though Deprivation be the greateſt Pain, 

when Heav'n reſtores our Happineſs again 

t makes amends by our encreaſe of Joy, 

perſecting that which it did once deſtroy. 

Dear Friend, my Love does now exact its due; 

>-aciana muſt divide my Heart with you: 

donduct me to your Siſter, where I may 

Flake this my Morn of Joy a glorious Day. 

Y V hat means this ſad Aftoniſhment ! 

Lv. How can we chuſe but with Confuſion greet, 
nen I your Joys with equal Sorrows meet. 


t to wll 3 
his 
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4 ſcap'd my Foe, to periſh. by my Friend: 

l Vhat ſtrange Diſaſter can produce this Grief ! 
Ss.Graciana dead? Speak, ſpeak ; be brief. 
Low. She lives, but I could wiſh her dead. 


Jo wiſh the World this great Calamity ? 

Fiſh the whole Frame of Nature were diſſolv'd, 
hat all things to a Chaos were revolv'd. | 
here is more Charity in this Deſire: 

J ince with our Loſs, our Sorrows wou'd expize. | 


7 Enter Aurelia. 

= Lv. Here comes Aurelia, ſent for my Relief: 

1 leav'n knows her Tongue can beſt expreſs this Grief. 
; amine her, and you ſhall find ere long 

d fron can revenge, tho not relate your Wrong. 
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Bruce. Where is my gen'rous Friend? Oh noble Youth. 
ow long have I been rob'd of this Content? [They embrace. 


_— PPP ” 


Bruce. O Heav'n! muſt my Afflictions have no end! : 


Bruce. Raſh Man! why ſhou'dyour Envy ſwell fo high 
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The Reafong of your Brother's frighting Care : 


Your Silence and your Looks, Aurelia, ſhow 


Lay claim unto a Portion, as its due: 


I wou'd not willingly my Love ſuſpect, 


Now hon haſt ſtung ſo home, th'aſt la thy Sting. 


Was raviſl'd from her by our Enemy: 


50 Lovzina Tus. 


Bruce. For Pity haſte, Aurelia, and declare 
[ K:J/es her Hou 


My Soul is wrack'd with Doubts, until I know. 3 
[ After a Pai i z 


As if your Kindneſs made you bear a part 
Of thoſe great Sorrows that afflict his Heart. 
Aur. His Paſſion is ſo noble and fo juſt, 


No gen'rous Soul can know it but it muſt 
He can be thus concern'd for none but you. 
Friendſhip mult not engroſs them, though it ſhare. 


And yet I fear tis anſwer'd with Neglect. 
Aur. My Siſter, by unlucky Stars miſled, 

From you and from her Happineſs is fled ; 

Unſkilful in the way, by Paſſion preſt, 

She has took Shelter in another's Breaft. 


I have not Pow'r, Graciana, to exclaim [After a bene 1 

Againſt your Fault ; indeed you are to blame, 3 
Lov. Tell me, did ſhe her Pro miſe plight, or give 

Your Love Encouragement enough to live? 
Bruce. Tt was her Pity ſure, and not her Love, 

That made her ſeem my Paſſion to approve : 

My Story was unpleaſant to her Ear 

At firſt 3 but time had made her apt to hear 

My Love: She told me that it grew her Grief, 

As much as mine, my Pain found no Relief; 

'Then promis d ſhe'd endeavour the decreaſe 

Of that in her which warr'd againſt my Peace. 

»Twas in this joyful Spring of Love that I 


i y Hopes grew ſtrong, I baniſh'd all Deſpair: 

T heſe glowing Sparks I then left to the care 
Dc this Fair Maid, thinking ſhe might inſpire 
94 1 N y Paſſion, and blow up the kindling Fire. 


Haul 


as ſpoke and ſigh'd all that ſhe cou'd for you. 
Aur. When you were forc'd to end, I did proceed, 
Ind with Succeſs the catching Fire did feed: 

ill noble Beaufort one unlucky Day 

© Viſit to our Family did pay; 

4 ewly arriv'd from Fo, oreign Courts, and fraught 
itz all thoſe Virtues that in Courts are taught: 


e with his am'rous Tales ſo charm'd her Ear, 


hat ſhe of Love from none but him wou'd hear. 
eg d, and us'd all Stratagems to gain, 


now become within a trice we ſee 

e Triumph of another's Victory. 

Pere is a Fate in Love, às well as War; 
ne, though leſs careful, more fucceſsful are. 

Lev. Do not this Opportunity withſtand ; 

eſe Lovers now are walking Hand in Hand 

r Garden ; fight him there, and facrifice 

Heart to that falſe Woman's Cruelties: 

ate be ſo unjuſt to make thee-fall, 

I: Blood or mine ſhall wait thy Fun ral. 


oe 'tis your Friendſhip does your Fault produce; ; 
ow'rs above did not this Paſſion ſway, 

chat our Love our Reaſon did obey, 

or Siſter J with Juſtice might accuſe, 

rr wou'd I this Occaſion then refuſe. 

Lev. Does Bruce reſolve thus tamely to decline 
Int'reſt, and like fooliſh Women pine? 


 Lovzina Tus. 51 


| Le. Alas! ſhe to my Knowledge has been true; 


Bruce. That Heart which I ſo long with Toil and Pain 


Enter a $ ervant, and aobiſpers with Levi, 
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1 Bruce. Young Man, this Raſlineſs mult have my Excuſe, 
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52 Lo v E in a Tus. 
Can that great Heart which in your Breaſt does dwell, Þ 
Let your fond Griefs above your Courage ſwell ? 
Bruce. My Paſſions grow unruly, and I find 

Too ſoon they'll raiſe a Tempeſt i in my Mind. 
Graciana, like fond Parents, y'are to blame 
You did not in its Youth correct my Flame; 
*Tis now ſo head-ftrong, and fo wild a Fire, 

I fear to both our Ruins 'twill conſpire : 

I grow impatient, Friend, come lead me where 
I may to her my injur'd Love declare. 
Graciana, yet your Heart ſhall be my Prize, 

Or elſe my Heart ſhall be your Sacrifice. 
Deſpair's the Iſſue of ignoble Minds, 
And but with Cowards Entertainment finds. | 3 

.  #xeunt Lovis and Bruce 
' Aur. Heav'n grant ſome Moderation to this Rage, 

That Reaſon their ſwell'd Paſſions may aſlwage. 
Oh Bruce! thou little think'it the Fates in me MP 
Have to the full reveng' d thy Injury. [Exi 1 
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SCENE VII. 


A Garden belonging to my Lord Bevill's 
Houſe. 


Enter Beaufort and Graciana. 2 
Beauf. Madam, what you have told ſo much muſt mor 
All that have ſenſe of Honour or of Love, - 
That for my Rival I cou'd ſhed a Tear, 
Tf Grief had any Pow'r when you are near. 4 
| Grac. Leave this Diſcourſe ; your Miſtreſs you negled, ” 
And to your Rival all your Thoughts direct. 1 
Enter Bruce and Lovis, and ſiand undi ſervertd. 
Beauf. Forgive me, dear Graciana, I have been 
By my Compaſſion ſooth'd into a Sin. | 
The holieſt Man that to the Altar bows, 3 
With Is Thoughts too often ſtains his , } ö 
rue 
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Bruce. Graciana . you are alter'd much, I find, 

Fo | [ Surpriſing her by the Hand 

Since I was here yave learn'd how to be Kind. 

he God of Love, which ſubt'ly let you ſway, 

as ſtol'n your Heart, and taught you to obey. 

Grac. Heav'ns! what ſtrange Surprize is this! _ 

Bruce. Hither I'm come to make my lawful Claim; 

PVou are my Miſtreſs, and muſt own my Flame. 

"XZ ZBearf. Forbear, bold Man, and do not tempt thy Fate; 

hou haſt no Right; her Love does Right create: 

S [Taking her by the other Hand. 

TT fry Claim muſt to my Title here give place; 

I Tis not who loves, but whom ſhe's pleas'd to grace. 

7 E | Grac. Hear me but ſpeak. Bruce, you divide my Care; 
WT hough not my Love, you my Compaſſion ſhare ; | 

I y Heart does a double Duty ; it does mourn 

Vor you brave Bruce; for you brave Beaufort burn. 

"XZ Bruce. Your Pity but deſtroys ; if you wou'd fave, 

It is your Love, Graciana, I muſt have. 

3 Beauf. Her Love is mine, ſhe did it now declare; 


78 ame it no more, but vaniſh and deſpair. 
Bruce. Death, do you think to conjure me away ! 
am no Devil that am forc'd t'obey : 
41 yare ſo good at that, here are ſuch Charms 
& mon 3 [Laying his Hand on his Sword. 
an fright y' into the Circle of her Arms. = 
Wet [Graciana 7akss Beaufort in her Arms. 
2 Here is a Sword more fit for my Defence ; 
negle | This is not Courage, Bruce, but Infolence. 
Praciana, let me go, my Heart wants room. | 
ny Orac. My Arms'till now were ne'er thought troubleſome; 
. Bruce. Beaufort, 1 hope y ave Courage to * 


here ſacred Sanctuary is not near. 
7 Fu leave you now within that happy State, 
hich 0008 provoke my Fury and my Hate. 
Ex. Bruce and Lovis. 
C 3 Grac. 
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Grac. You muſt not meet him in the Field, to prove 1 


A doubtful Combat for my. certain Love. vo 
Beſide, your Heart is mine; will you expoſe _ vo 


The Heart you gave me to its raging Foes ? _ IVW. 


Thoſe Men want Honour who ſtake that at Play, 1 

Which to their Friends their Kindneſs gave away. 
Beauf. Graciana, why did you confine me ſo - 

Within your Arms? You ſhou'd have let me go |} | 

We ſoon had finiſh'd this our hot Debate, 

Which now mult wait a longer time on Fate. 

Grac. None in Combuſtions blame ſuch as deſire 
To fave their precious Goods from raging Fire. 
Baniſh this Paſſion now, my Lord, and prove 
Your Anger cannot over-cloud your Love. 3 

Beauf. Your glorious Preſence can this Rage controu, 
And make a Calm in my tempeſtuous Soul ; 1 
But yet there muſt be time; the Sun does bear 


A while with the fierce Tempeſts of the Air, 


Before he makes thoſe ſtormy Conflicts ceaſe, _ 
And with his conqu'ring Beams proclaims a Peace, 
[E xeunt.| 5 3 | 


ACT IV. SCEN E I 


Enter Lord Beaufort 1 Lovis. 


Tov, Flas, my Lord, I'll to my Friend declare 2 ; 
How gen'rous you in your Acceptance were 
Beauf. My Honour is as forward as my Love, 


On equal Wings of Jealouſy they move; 


Ito my Rival will in neither yield; 


Te won the Chamber, and PI vis the Field. = 
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Pr 9 1 Low. You Emulation, Sir, is ſwoln ſo high, 

vou may be worthy of his Victofy: | 

| meet with Honour blown, not in the Bud, 
Who Root was fed with vaſt Expence of Blood. 

= Exit Lovis. 
4 q 1 5 E nter Sir Frederick. 
4 Sir Fred. What, my Lord, as ſtudious as a Country . 
Vicar on a Safurday in the Afternoon? I thought you 
Y Had been ready for the Pulpit. 

Beauf I am not ſtudying of Speeches for my Miftreſs ; 
2X Tis Action that I now am thinking on, wherein there's 
4 Honour to be gain d; and you, Ce are come luckily 

To ſhare it. 
= Sir Fred. On my Like a Prize to R play'd be your. 

Wliſtreſ; s: I had Notice of your Quarrel, which brought 
EMe hither fo early with my Sword to ſerve you. But 
Bares ſo zealous a Lover as your Lordſhip break the 
Commandment of your Miſtreſs? I heard, poor Lady, 
| wept, and charg'd you to ſleep in a whole Skin; but 
3 Young Men never Know when th' are well. 


2 N 
2 Ie wy, 
1 


fire 


ntroul, 


y Duty to my Family. 
Sir Fred. Pray whoſe Body mult I exerciſe my Skill 

n ? D 
. You met the Man; Graciana's Brother. 
ir Fred. An expert Gentleman, and I have not 
© - enc'd of late, unleſs it were with my Widow's Maids ; 
And they are een too hard for me at my own Weapon. 
"= Bear, Couſin, tis time we were preparing for the 
Field. 
Sir Fred. I wait to ſerve you, Sir. | 
Beauf. But yet with Grief, Graciana, I muſt go, 
ince I your Brother there ſhall meet my Foe : 
y Fate too near reſembles theirs, where he 
Did wound himſelf that hurt his Enemy. [Exeunt, 
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Beauf. Couſin, my Love to her cannot make me forget 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Wheadle, and Palmer dreſi d like the Lord Bevill, 


Whead. So, my Proteus, exactly dreſs d! Dexterous 


Rogue ! Is Grace ready in her Geers, and ſett!'d1 in my 
* DawbwelPs Houſe ? 


Palm. Every Trap is baited? . 
Whead. I'll warrant thee then we catch our Cully: 
He's gone to put himſelf into a fantaſtick Garb, in 


Imitation of Sir Frederick Frollick 5 he's almoſt frantick 8 


With the very Conceit of gaining the rich Widow. 


But hark, I hear him coming; flip down the back-way, 4 
And to your Charge. Exit Palmer, 


Enter Cully. 


Sir Nich. Ibeadle, and what think you of this Habit? 15 


Is it not very modiſh? 


Whead. As any Man need wear: How 4 you furniſh | : 


Your ſelf ſo ſuddenly ? 


Sir Nich. Suddenly? I proteſt I was at ben a keen 5 


Brokers, before I cou'd put my ſelf exactly into the 
Faſhion; but now I defy Sir Frederick ; J am as fine as 
He, and will be as mad as he, ifthat will carry the 
Widow, I'll warrant thee. 


M head. Is it not better puſhing thus for a-Fortune, 


Before your Reputation's blaſted with the infamous Name; 


Of Coward and Gameſter, and ſo become able to pay 


The Thouſand Pounds without noiſe, than going into the T 


Country, ſelling your Land, making a havock among 


Your Woods, or Mortaging your Eftate to a ſcrupulous 5 
Scrivener, that will whiſper it into the Ears of the whole 


Town, by enquiring of your good Behaviour? 
Sir Mich. Excellent Wheadle! And will my Lord 
Bevill ſpeak my Commendations to his Siſter ? 


Whead. She is impatient *till ſhe ſees you, Sir; for in : 
44 hearing, upon the account I gave him of you, bt 
| _— 
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Told her you were the prettieſt, wittieſt, wildeſt 
Gentleman about the Town; and a Cavalier in your | 
Heart; the only things that take her. 

Sir Nich. Wheadle, come I will go to the 8 5 
And ſwallow two whole Quarts of Wine inſtantly, and 
When I am Drunk ride on a Drawer's Back to viſit her. 

I/head. Some leſs: Frolick to begin with. 


Sir Mb. I will cut three Drawers over the Pate 


Then, and go with a Tavern-Lanthorn before me at 
Noon day. Come away.  [Exeunt Cully forging. 


'SCEN E III. 
Enter Palmer and Grace. 


Palm. Do notT look like a very Reverend Lord, Grace? 
. Grace. And I like a very fine Lady, Mr. Palmer? 
Palm. Ves in good Faith, Grace; what a Rogue is that 


Mpeadle, to have kept ſuch a Treaſure to himſelf, without 
Communicating a little to his Friends? [Offers to kiſs her. 


Grace. Forbear; you'll be out in your . my Lord, 
When Sir Nicholas comes. 

Palm. The Truth is, my Lady I am better prepar'd 
At this time to act a Lover than a Relation. | 

Grace. That grave Dreſs is very amorous indeed. 


Palm. My Virtues, like thoſe of Plants in the Winter, 


Are retir' d; your warm Spring wou'd fetch em out with 
A Vengeance. 
Enter Jenny in Nasse. 
Jenny. Mr. Wheadle and Sir Nicholas are come. 
Palm. Away, away then, Siſter expect your Cue. 


. Enter Wheadle, and Sir Nicholas kicking a Javern-boy 
> before him,. who- has three Bottles of Wi ine on a-Rege 


hanging at his Back. 


Cul. ſinging. Then march along Boys; 
Valiant and ſtrong Boys. 


80, lay n the Bottles here. 


Cs  Fead. 
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* * 


8 0 E N E U. 
Enter Wheadle, and Palmer aveſed like the Lond Bevilt 


Mead. So, my Proteus, exactly dreſs'd Dexterous 
Rogue! Is Grace ready in her A7 25 and EPs in £7 


I DawbwelPs Houſe? © 
Palm. Every Trap is baited! / * 
Whead. I'll warrant thee then we catch our Call: 2 


Hle's gone to put himſelf into a fantaſtick Garb, in 
Imitation of Sir Frederick Frollick 5 he's almoſt frantick 
With the very Conceit of gaining the rich Widow. 


But hark, I hear him coming; flip down the back-way, 


And to n W 770 | os EEait Palmer. 


Enter Cully. 
Sir Nith. Wheadle, and what think you of this Habit? 


I it not very modiſh? 


Whead. As any Man need Wear: How 5 1 furniſh 


© Yourſelf ſo ſuddenly ? 
Sir Nich. Suddenly ? I proteſt I was at leaſt at ſixteen 


Brokers, before I cou'd put my ſelf exactly into the 
Faſhion; but now I defy Sir Frederick ; T am as fine as 
He, and will be as mad as he, mann 
Widow, I'Il warrant thee. 


IWhead. Is it not better puſhing thus for a 8 


Before your Reputation's blaſted with the infamous Names 


Of Coward and Gameſter, and fo become able to pay 
The Thouſand Pounds without noiſe, than going into the 


Country, ſelling your Land, making a havock among 


Your Woods, or Mortaging your Eftate to a ſcrupulous 


Scrivener, that will whiſper it into the Ears of the whole 


Town, by enquiring of your good Behaviour ? 
Sir Nich. Excellent Wheadle! And wilt my Lord 


94 Bovill ſpeak my Commendations to his Siſter ? 


* 
* — - * 


Whead. She is impatient *till ſhe fees you, Sir; "IP in 


My — _ the account I wo him of you, + 
* | © 
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Told her you were the prettieſt, wittieſt, wildeſt 
Gentleman about the Town; and a Cavalier i in your | 7 
Heart; the only things that take her. 
Sir Nich. Wheadle, come I will 90 to che Tavers, 2 


it. And ſwallow two whole Quarts of Wine inſtantly, and 
ous WW) When am Drunk ride on a Drawer's Back to viſit her. 
7 Whead. Some leſs Frolick to begin with. 


Sir Mich. I will cut three Drawers over the Pate 
hben, and go with a Tavern-Lanthorn before me at 
p Noon day. Come away. eee Cully farin. 


ck ee SCE N E III. 
4 3 Enter Palmer and Grace. 


| Palm. Do not] look like a very Reverend Lond, Grace 

Grace. And I like a very fine Lady, Mr. Palmer? 
Pan. Ves in good Faith, Grace; what a Rogue is that 

Madl, to have kept ſuch a Treaſure to himſelf, without 

Communicating a little to his Friends? [Offers to kiſi her. 
Grace. Forbear ;. yowll * out in your . my = 

When Sir Nicholas comes. 

Palm. The Truth is, my Lady I acl d 

At this time to act a Lover than a Relation. 5 
Grace. That grave Dreſs is very amorous indeed. 


„ Palm. My Virtues, like thoſe of Plants in the Winter, 
+ Are retir d; your warm Spring wou'd fetch em n en 1 
5 A Vengeance. 

ames 7” = Mak Jenny in Fafte. 

* Fenny. Mr. Wheadle and Sir Nicholas are come. 

o the Palm. Away, away then, Siſter expect your Cue. 

on Fail Wheadle, and Sir Nicholas kicking a Tavern-boy 
3. | before hin, who- has three Battles of Wi ne en e 


hanging at his Back. 
_ Cul. ſinging. Then march almg Biys 3 1 
Valiant and firong Boys. 


for in So, ay don the Bottles here. 
be cs 
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Wheitd," My Lord, this is the worthy Gentleman that 
I told yon was ambitious to be your Siſter's Servant. 
Cul. Hither am I come, my Lord, to drink you 
Siſters Health,” without Offetice; I hope. © © © 
Palm. You are heartily welcome, Sir. 


Cul. Here's aB Brimmer then | to her, and all the fas 


About her. 
Palm. Sir, TI call bet to pledge it. 


Cul. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, that you may be able to 


Tell her you have drunk it. [Palmer grins and Exit. 


Wheadle, how do you like this! [Draxvs his Sword. 
Shall I break the Windows 333 

Mead. Hold, hold ; You are not in a Heute of evil 
Reputation. 

Cat. "Well admonit'd, Sir Baltic Helke. rs 

Enter Palmer and Grace. | 

"Hinds This i is Sir Nicholas, Siſter, N 

Cul. I Madam, 1 r TY 00 how do you 
Like me?; 

Grace. A pretty Ten pay Sir; are you come 
A Houſe-warming, that you bring Wine with you ? 

Cz]. If you aſk ſuch pert Cons Madam, I can - 
Stop your Mouth. [Kits her. 


Hither I am come to be drunk, char pos wh fro ne 


Drunk; and Here's a health to your Flannel 


Petticoat. 231598 Drinks. 
Grace. Mr. Wheadle, my Service to you; a Health to 


Sir Nicholas” s great e 8 Beard-bruſh. 


[She erinks part 
Cul. Nay, pledge me; 8 b 
Grace. You are not quarrelſome in Fane, Drink, I 
Hope Sir. 
Cul. No, Faith 3.1 am wond' ou loving. las. „ 
Grace. You are a very bold Lover. 


Cul. Widow, let you and 1 8⁰ upon che RN to 
N | 


Grace: 


CA 


kk. kad 
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Grace. Do you take me for a Night-walker, Sir ? 
Cul. Thou ſhalt be witneſs how many Conſtables 
Staves I break about the Watchmens Ears ; How many 
Bell-men Ill rob of their Verſes, to furniſh a little 
Apartment in the back-ſide of my Ledging. 


eas Grace. I believe you are an excellent Man at Quarter. 
Sip! ++ | [faf, 

i Cul. The odds was on my Head apainf any Warrener 
0 In all our Country; but J have leſt it off this two | 
. Vear. My Lord, what ſay you, Do you think your 
1. Siſter and J ſhou'd not furniſh a Bed-Chamber as well as 

Two ſoberer People? What think you, my Lord? | 
il Grace. Ay, and a Nurſery too, I hope, Sir. 
| Cul. Well aid, Widow, i'faith : I will get upon thy 
Body a Generation of wild Cats, Children that ſhall 
Waw, waw, ſcratch their Nurſes, and be Drunk with 
Their Sucking-bottles. „ 
you M bead. Brave Sir Nicholas. 

Cul. Wheadle, give me a Brimmer ; the Arid 5 
me Drink it to our Progeny. ks Grace. 
| Where, where is ſhe gone? | 

n Palm. Vou have frighted her hence, Sir. 

ber. Cul. PH fright her Lord If I find her in a Corner. 

e = Ha, Widow, I'll follow you, I'll follow you, ha. Ex. Cul. 

Lf | Whead. The Wine makes the Rogue witty; he over-a&ts . 

148. The Part I gave him; Sir Frederick is not half ſo mad: 1 

h to Will keep him thus elevated till he has marired Grace, 

And we have the beſt part of his Eſtate at our, Mercy. 

art. _ * Palm. Mot i ingenious Wheadle! _ | 

Whead. I was not born to Eaſe nor Acres; Induſtryi is 

| All my Stock of Living. [The Women foreeh W! 

| Paim. Hark, he puts 3 to the ſqueek. © _. 

ber. Whead. We muſt go and take him off; he's as h_ as 
A TP that has * broke hi * en. 1 . | 


C6 SCENE 


SCENE IV. A Hal. Wye Te 


Ener Bruce and Lovis, and reverſe the bur. A H 
D 


Then enter Four or Five Men i in Difguiſes. 


3 1 Man. This way they went; be ſure you kill the 
Villain: Let Pity be a Stranger to your Breaſts. 

2 Man. We have been bred, you know,, mnacquainted 
With Compaſſion. 

3 Man. But why, Colonel, ſhou'd you ſo eagerly 

Purſue his Life? He has the Report of a gallant Man. 

1 Man. He murdered my Father. | 

3 Man. I have heard he Kill d him Girly in the Field 
At Naſeby. _ 

1 Man. Hekill'd him, that's enough ; pony I myſelf . 
Was Witneſs ; I accus'd him to the Protector, and 
Suborn'd Witneſs to have taken away his Life by Form 

Of Law; but my Plot was diſcover'd, and he Yeſterday 
| Releas'd, fince which I've watch'dan opportunity, without 
"The help of ſeeming Juſtice, for my Revenge. Strike 
Home. 

3 Man. We are your hired Staves; and fince you'll 
Have it ſo, we'll ſhed his Blood, and never ſpare 
Our own, [Exeunt, drawing their Swords; 


Enter Beaufort and Sir Frederick, and traverſe the Stage. 
Enter Bruce and Lovis at another Door. 
Brace. Your Friendſhip, noble Youth, 's too prodigal; 
Fer one already loſt you venture all ; 
our preſent Happineſs, your future Joy ; 
Jou ſor the hopeleſs your great Hopes deſtroy. 
| Lov. What can EF venture for fo brave a Trend * 
1 have no Hopes but what on you depend. | 
Shou'd I your Friendſhip and my Honour rate. | ; 
TO FER 85 f 
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A heap of Dirt? Our Family has been 
'To blame, my Blood muſt here atone the Sin. 
Enter the Five Villains with drawn Swords... 
. Heav*ns ! what is there an Ambuſcado laid! 
Draw, deareſt Friend, I fear we are betray' d. 
I Vil. Bruce, look on me, and then prepare to 4. 
[Pulling of his V. iezard. 
Bruce. O treath's rows Villain! 
ed 1 Vil. Fall on, and facrifice his Blood to my Revenge. 
Lov. More Hearts than-one ſhall bleed if he muſt die. 
[They fight. 
Enter 4 and Sir F rederick. | 
Beauf. Heav'ns! what's this I ſee! Sir Frederick, draw, 
d Their Blood's too good to grace ſuch Villains Swords. 
Ls Courage, brave Men ; now we can match their Force. 
elf Lev. We'll make you Slaves repent this Treachery. 
| * Villainsrun. 


"Huw They are not DAP purſuit ; we'll let them go. 
Brave Men! this Action makes it well appear 

'Tis Honour, and not Envy brings you here. 

Beauf. We come to Conquer, Bruce, and not to ſee 


1 Such Villaing rob us of our Victory. 

| Your Lives our fatal Swords claim as their Due? 

1 Wead wrong d our ſelves had we not righted you. 
Bruce. Your gen'rous Courage has oblig d us ſo, 

1. 2 That to your Succour we our Safety o 


Tau. Vave done what Men of Honour ougfit to do, 
What in your Cauſe we wou'd have done for you. 
Beauf. You ſpeakthe Truth, we'ave but our Duty done; 

Prepare : Duty's no Obligation. 4 [HY trips. 

Bruce. My Honour is diflatisfy'd; I mull, 93 

Lovis and Sir Frederick frrip. 

My Lord, conſider whether it be juſt © | 

Todraw my Sword againſt the Life which, gave 
Mine but een now, Fe from the Grave. 


2 


Beauf. 


My FER. Honour muſt obey my Flame: 
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Beauf, None come into the Field to weigh what's right, 
This is no Place for Counſel, but tor Fight: 
Diſpatch. 

Bruce. I am refoly'd T wilt not fight. | 
Beauf. Did I come hither then only” to fright _ 

A ©ompatiy of fearful Slaves away? 

My Courage ſtoops not at fo mean a Prey: 

Know, Bruce, I hither come to ſhed thy Blood. 
Brute. Open this Boſom, and ſer out a Flood. 
Beauf. I come to conquer bravely in the Field, 

Not to take poor Revenge on ſuch as yield, 

Has nothing Pow'r, too backward Man to move 


Thy Courage? Think on thy neglected Love : 


Think on the Beanteous Graciana's Eyes : 
"Tis I have robb'd thee of that glorious Prize. | 
Bruce. There areſuch Charms in Gratiana's Name, 


[$ trips haſtily 


My lazy Courage 1 with Shame condemn : = . 
No Thoughts have Power Streams of Blood to tem. 
Sir Fred. Come, Sir, out of Kindnefs to our Friends 
You and I muſt paſs a ſmall Compliment on each other. 
| ey all fight. 
| Beaufort after many Paſſes cloſes with ruce z. * 
Full; Beaufort diſarms bim. 
Beni. Here, live. {[ Giving Bruce his Sword again. 
Bruce. My Lord, y'ave gain'd a perfe&t Victory; 


Vave vanquiſh'd and oblig'd your Enemy. 


Beauf. Hold, gallant Men. 5 
[Bruce and Beauſort part Lovis and Sis F rederick. 
© Lov. Before we bleed: Do we here fight a Prize, 5 


Where handſome Proffers may for Wounds ſuffice ? 


I amamaz'd! what means this bloodleſs Field! | 
Bruce. The ſtouteſt Heart muſt to his Fortune yield, 


Brave Youth! here Honour did with Courage vie. l Beau. 


And both agree to grace your Vigo 
of * . 2 Heav'n 
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ht, Heav'n does with ſich a Conqueſt favour few : 
Tis tafier: to.deſtroy. than to ſubdue. 103 16151 
Our Bodies may by brutiſh Force be kill'd ;: 
, But noble Minds alone to Virtue yield; 
My Lord, I've twice receiv'd my Life from you: - - 
Much is to both thoſe gem rous Actions due; 
The noble Giver L muſt Wighly prize, 
Though I the Gift, Heav'n knows, as much deſpiſe, 
Can I deſire to live, when all the Joy 
Of my poor Life its Ranſom does eſtroy ! i 
No, no, Graciand's Loſs I'll ne er ſurvive: 
[ pay toodear for this unſought Reprieve. 
[Falls on his Sword, and is deſperately and. 
Beauf. Hold gallant Man! Honour her ſelf does bleed; 
[running to him, takes him in bis Arms. 
All gen'rous s Hearts are wounded by this Deed. 
Lov. He does his Blood for a loſt Miſtreſs ſpend”; 
And ſhall not I bleed for ſo brave a Friend? _ . 
Lovis offers to fall on his & word, but is hindred 
by Sir Frederick. _ 
Sir Fred. Forbear, Sir, the F rolick's s not to 5 round, 


her. | As II take it. 

pht. Beanf. Twere greater Friendſhip to aſt me here; 

- I hope the Wound's not mortal, though 1 ear 

4 Bruce. My Sword, I doubt, has fail'd in my Relief; 

TI T has made a vent for Blood, but not for Grief. _ 

"a [Bruce ſtruggling, Lovis and Sir Frederick Help to bold him, 
Let me once more the unkind Weapon try : | 
Will you prolong my Pain? oh Cruelty ! _ 6 

. Lav. Ah deareſt Bruce, can you thus careleſs be 

WT” Of our great Friendſhip, and your Loyalty! . _ 

1 Look on ycur Friend; your drooping Country view, 

be And think how much they both expect from yu. 

1d, You fora Miſtreſs waſte that precious Blood. 

= | Which/ſhov'd be ſpent but for our Maſter's good. 


ir Fred. Expence of Blood already makes him fiint ; 
: Let's 
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Let's carry kim to the next Houſe, till we can procure a 


Chair to convey him to my Lord Bevill's, the beſt place 
For Accommodation. [Dey all tale him up. 

Beauf. Honour has plaid an Aſter-Game; this Field 
Ws * ror does unto the n yield. [Exeunt 


s CEN E v. 


Enter Graciana aveeping. 


* Grac. Farewel all Thoughts of Happineſs, farewel: 
q My Fears together with my Sorrows ſwell : 
While from my Eyes there flows this Chryſtal Flood, 
From their brave Hearts there flow ſuch Streams of Blood. 
Here I am loft, while both for me contend ; 
With what Succeſs can this ſtrange Combat end * 
Honour with Honour fights for Victory, 
And Love is made the common Enemy. 
Enter Lord Bevill. 
L. Bev. Weeping! Ah Child! | 
 Grac, Kill me not with Expectation, Sir. 
L. Bev. The gen' rous Bruce has kill'd himſelf for you: 
Being diſarm'd, and at his Rival's Mercyß; 
His Life and Sword were giv'n him by the 
Noble Youth ; he made a brave Acknowledgment 
For both; but then conſid'ring you were loſt, 
He ſcorn'd to live; and, falling on his Sword, , 


Has giv'n n himſelf a Mortal Wound. [Exit 2 Bevill. 


Enter Aurelia weeping. . 

Aur. Cruel Graciana, go but in and ſee Ty 
The fatal Triumph of your Victory. , | 
The Noble Bruce, to your Eternal Shame, | 

With his own Blood has quench'd his raging Flame. 
Sr. auerping. My Carriage ſhall in theſe Misfortunes prove 
That I have Honour too, as well ay Love. 

Aur. [Afide.] Thy Sorrows, fad Aurelia, will declare 

At once, I fear, thy Love and * Deſpair: 
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Theſe Streams of Grief ſtraight to a Flood will riſe ; | 

I can command my Tongue, but not my Eyes. [Ex. Aur- 
$4 Orac. In what a Maze, Graciana, doſt thou tread! 
eld Which is the Path that doth to Honour lead?) 

. J in this Lab'rinth ſo reſolve to move 

That none ſhall judge T am mif led by Love. 
| Enter Beaufort. 

Beauf. Here eros muſt ſorget their Vieories 
el: And Homage pay to your Victorious Eyes. 
Graciana, hither your Poor Slave is come, 

Aſter his Conqueſt to receive his Doom: 

ood. Smile on his Vi&'ry ; had he prov'd untrue _ 

To Honour, he had then prov'd falſe to you 

Serac. Perfidious Man, RING cee 

An Approbation of your Treachery ! 

When I, diſtracted with Prophetick Fears, (94, 

Blaſted with Sighs, and almoſt drown'd in Tears, 

S Begg'd you to moderate your Rage laſt Night, 
Did you not promiſe me you wou'd not * 

Go now and triumph in your Victory: | 

Into the Field you went my Enemy. mm. 

And are return'd e 

The wicked Inſtrument of my fad Fate. 

My: Love has but diſſembled been to thee, 
To try my gen'rous Lover's Conſtaney. [Exit Graciana. 

Beauf. Oh Heav'n! how ſtrange and cruel is my Fate! 

Preſery'd by LOVE: to be e by Four” * 1 * 


SCENE VI. Tie naue, Rose. 


Enter Betty and Lettice, the two CS ; fverally. 


Betty. Oh, Lettice, we have ſtaid for ou. 
Lett. What haſt thou done to the Frenchman, Girl? 
He lyes yonder neither dead nor enn 3 no Body 
Knows what to make of him. 
These Wat Tent for thee to help make ſport with * 1 


evil, 
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He'll come to himſelf, never fear him: Haveyou not 
Obſerv'd how ſcurvily h'as look'd of late? | 
Lett, Yes; and he proteſts it 5s far Love of you.” 
"Betty. Out upon him, for a diſſembling Raſcal; h'as 
Got the foul Diſeaſe, our Coachman difcover'd it by a 
Bottle of Diet-Drink he brought and hid behind the 
Stairs, into which I infus'd alittle Opium. 
Lett. What doſt intend to 040 with: woo — 
Betty. You ſhall ſee. 


Enter Coach-man with a = wha a © Buſh, « 42 1 Put at 
the Top to be loch, and a' hole 10 put ones Head e out 5 
made eaſy ann on ones Shoulder. 
3 Here's the Tub; where's the Frenchman ? 
Betty. Helyes behind the Stairs; hafte and bring him 

In, that he may take quiet Poſſeſſion of his Wooden 

Tenement; for tis near his time of waking. | 

The Coachman and another Servant ths in ; Dufoy, « 

pu bim into the Tub. 

Is the Fillers at t Hand that us'd 2 7 at the Blind 


Ale-houſe ? ba 
Coach, He's ready. ay bl: 9 65 
1 Eater a Hub- iet 915 6 


Berg. Well, let's hear now What horrible Noiſe you 


Can make to wake this Gentleman. ¶ Fidler plays a June. 

Lett. He wants a helping Hand; his Eye-lids are ſeal'd 

5 fee how the Wax ſticks ' [ Duſoy begins to wake 
Upon em. Let me help you, Menftr. e 
Du,. Vat aré you? Jernie! vat is dis! iy 1 Jack ina 
Box6?: begar, who did put me here?: 
Betty. Good-morrow, Monſieur; will you be Pleas d 
To 815 your "Pills this Morning? 

Duf. Noe; but I vod have de Diable take youe z it 
Vas youẽ that did abuſe me dus, Vas it note ? begar Ivil 
Kills ale de Shamber-maid in Englande. 

Tert. Will you be pleaſed to drink, Monſieur? There 5 
A Bottle of your Diet drink within. * 
| * 
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Def Are youe de little Diable come to tormente * 
Morbleu! vas ever Man afronte in dis Nature! 

| Betty. Methinks he has Hur bon Mine. Monſieur, now 
If you pleaſe to make your little Addreſſe, and rag 
Amoure, you will not find me ſo co. 

Dy. Begar I e colin cem of ds : 
Diable. 1 
Letr. What ſhou'd is do with a Wiſe? bs has not 
Houſe-room for her. 


Betty. uy do you not keep 9 within 8 
Monſieur? 


Let. Nom theres luck a Storch abroad Ni 494 


Duf. Why did youẽ not keep your Maiden- heads vid 
In. Dooré? Begar ; telle me date. 

Caach-m. Have you any fine French Contmoditier: to 
Sell, Gloves and Ribbands * ? + x 'ave _ a very convenient 
Shop, Monſieur. 


Dua. I do hope you vil . acid Hatter, 


Begar. Jerny, can I not tare dis tinge in de 8 if 


Betty. You: begin, to Sages Monkiet s- the Tub! * 
Proper for you. | 
Dif. EAA WS vil breaks dis Prifon, 


| Or IT ap Die, and ye ſhall ale be hange. 


| [Struggles to get ont. 
Lett. He begins to Rove: 3 bleſs the poor Man. 
Berry. Some Muſick quickly, to compoſe his Mind. 
- [The Mafich Plays, and they Dance about him. 
How preily the Snail carries his Tenement on 
His Back!!!  [Henwalks avith the Tub on bis Back. Y 


I'm m ſorry I : am he his Miſtreſs; If I had been your 


Wife, Monſieur, I had made you! a e Soalk ; your 


| Horns ſhou'd have appear d. 


Duf. I vil have de patience ; TR: is no ler rindi; 
You be ale de Raſcale Whore ; te Diable take n 


And I vil ſay no more begar. | 
Betty. 'This is a very fine Veel, and wou'd FS wt, 


Let's to the Horſe-pond with him. Lett. 
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Leit. Come, come, he looks 25 ullenly as s Hare in her | 


Form ; ; let's leave him. 
HT: . e tres humble, Mon eur. 
© [Exeunt all but Daly. 
Daf 2 I canno bange my ſelfe; begar I canno 


Drowné my ſelfé; I vil go hide my {elfe, and ſtarve to 


Dye: 1 vilr no be de won. 1% for my Jackanape Engliſhe, 
Morbleu. © ARS _ 


8 CEN ö vm | 
Sir Frederickia brings in upon a Bier. l 


Cllotb over him, attended by a Gentleman in a Mourning 
| Chat: Four Falera carty tbe n auith. their _ 


ment. A under their Cali. 


" Enter the Widow e ok 


* Mourner Madam, you muſt expect a bloody Conſequence 
When Men of ſuch prodigious Courage fight. 
The young Lord Beaufort was the firſtthat ll, 


His Rival not to ; ſtay behind him — n 
Sir Frederick with your Nephew bravely fought ;- 


Death long did keep his diſtance, as if he 
Had fear'd exceſs of Valour ; but when they, 
Ofer-loaded with their Wounds,” began to — 
He with his Terrors did invade their Breaſts. 
Fame ſoon brought many to the Tragick oo 7, 


Where I found my deareſt Friend, Sir Frederick, 
Almoſt as poor in Breath as Blood. 


He took me by the Hand, and de Sk ot 
He ſpent, Madam, in calling upon you. | 
He firſt proclaim'd your Virtues, then his 1 3 


And having charg d me to convey his pe hither, 


To wait on 8 his _ LIN oO" yah - VO 


Mu. 


EA 


1 leſt 


Wid 
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Mid. The World's too poor to recompenſe this Lofs. 
Unhappy Woman! why ſhou'd I furvive _ 
The only Man-in whom my Joys did bet. J 
wy dreadful Nein I We Fidlers prepare. 
Enter Dufoy i in bis © ws 
Do. Oh my Matre, my Matré ; who has kill my 
Matre? Morbleu, I vil [The Widow Ariel, and runs 
dur: All the Fialers run out in a Fright. 
Oh, de Diable, de Diable! TS ; 
{Sir Frederick farts up, which frights Dufoy. 
Sir Fred. What deviliſh een is gs Or has 5 
The Widow undermind me? 4. 
Euter the Widow and bo Maid e | 
I ſhall he laugh d to Death now.indeed, by Chamber- "maids; 
Why have you no Pity, Widow ? 
Mid. None at all for the living: Ha, ha, ha. You ſee 
| Ware provided for your Frolick, Sir; ha, aaa. 
Sir Fred. Laugh but one Minute longer, I will forſwear 
thy Company, kill thy Tabby Cat, and make thee weep 
For ever aſter. x 
Mid. Farewel, Sir; expect at Night to ſee the old 
Man, with his Paper Lanthorn, and crack'd Spectacles, 
Singing your woful Tragedy to Kitchen-maids and 
Coblers Prentices. 
[Widow offers to go, Sir F enderick Bolds ber by the Arm. 
Sir Fred. Hark you, hark yon, Widow: By all thoſe 
Devils that have hitherto poſſeſs'd thy 8 : 
Mid. No ſwearing, good Sir Frederick, 
Sir Fred. Set thy Face then; let me not lee he remains 
Of one your ran So now I will Kiſs thee, and be 
Friends. [Widow falls out a Laughing- 
Notall thy Wealth ſhall hire me to come within ſmell of 
Thy Breath again. Jealouſy, and which will be worſefor 
Thee, Widow, Impotence light upon me, if I ftay one 
Mament longer with s. [Offers ts go. 


1 
. 


— 


70 Love fs Tub. 


Wal. Do you hear, Sir; can you be fo angry with one 
That loves you ſo paſſionately ſhe cannot ſurvive you:? 
Sir Fred. Widow, may the Defire of Man keep thee 
Waking *till thou art as Mad as I am. [Ex. Sir Fred. 
Mid. How lucky was this Accident! How he wou'd 
Have inſulted over my Weakneſs elſe ! 
Sir Frederick, fince I've warning, you ſhall prove 


More fubtil ways, before I own my Love, | [Exeunt, 
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'T he Lord heir Houle, : 


Enter Lene a miele Swan _ Bruce” in a 
Chair. | 


Chir, One 1 4 Sir ; do not miſtruſt my A 
Bruce. Tell me, did'ſ thou e' er cure a wounded 
Thy Skill, fond Man, thou here employ ſt in vain; Heart 
The Eaſe thou giv does but increaſe my Pain. 
Low. Dear Bruce, my Life does on your Liſe depend ; 
Though you diſdain to live, yet ſave your Friend. 
Bruce. Do what you pleaſe; but are not thoſe ankind 
: . to affliet the Mind? Wr 
' [The Chirurgeon dreſſes 5 
oel Level thou moor it with ſuch ſtrange Skill, 
The Wounds thou mak'ſt will neither heal ns * 
Thy flaming Arrows kindle ſuch a Fire _ 
As will not waſte thy Victims, nor abe! 
8 5 Enter Aurelia. 
32 Is the Wound Mortal ? tell me, [76 the — 9 
Or may we cheriſh Hopes of his Recovery? | 
| a Chir 
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Chir. The Danger is not imminent: Vet my Prognoſtick 
Boads a ſad Event: For though there be no great Veſſel 
hee Diſſected, yet I have Cauſe to fear that the Parenchyma 
ea, Of the right Lobe of the Lungs, near foe An Branch 
ud Of the Aera Arteria, is perforated. 
; Lov. Tell me in Engliſh, will he live or die? 
Chir. Truly I deſpair of his Recovery. [Ex. Chir. | 
. Aur. LAſi dt.] Forgive me, Ladies, if Exceſs of Love 
a Me beyond Rules of Modeſty does move, | 
And, againſt Cuſtom, makes me now reveal 
Thoſe Flames my tortur'd Breaſt did long conceal ; 
'Tis ſome Excuſe, that I my Love declare 
| hel there's no Med'ci cine left to cure Deſpair. 
| [Mees by the Chair fide. 
Bea, Oh Heay'nz can fair Aurelia weep oy me! 
This is ſome Comfort to my Miſery. © 
Kind Maid, thoſe Eyes ſhou'd only Pity t cake | 
Of ſuch as feel no Wounds but what they make : SE) 
Who for another in your fight does mourn, 
Deſerves not your Compaſſion, but your Scorn. 
Aur, I come not here with Tears to pity you 
for your Pity with this Paſſion fue. 
Bruce. My Pity ! tell me what can be the Grief, 
That from the Miſerable hopes Relief! 200 
| 4ur. Before you know this Grief, you feel the Pain. 
Bruce. You cannot love, and not be lov'd again: 
here ſo much Beauty does with Love conſpire, 
No Mortal can reſiſt that double Fire. | 
Aur. When proud Graciana wounded your brave Heart, 
Un poor Aurelia's you revenge the Smart: 5 
hile you in vain did ſeek thoſe wounds to cure, 8 5 
With Patience I their, Torture did endure. 
Bruce. My Happineſs has been ſo long conceal, 
hat it becomes my Miſery reveal'd : | 
hat which ſhou'd prove my Joy, now proves 8 


ind that brings Pain, which known had brought, Relief.. 
Aurelia, 


kind 
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Once more will give my Heart a mortal Wound: 
Here on my Knees I've ſinn d I muſt confeſs 


Are your gen vous Paſſion owe: ; 


*" "= Lo vE H 42 Tus. 


Aurelia, why wou'd you not let me know, 
While I had Power to pay the Debt I owe? . 
"Tis now too late; yet all I can I'll do, 1 
Til figh away the Breath T've left for you. 

Aur. You yet have Pow'r to grant me all I crave; 
"Tis not your Love I court, I court your Grave. 
I with my Flame ſeek not to warm your Breaſt, 
But beg my Aſhes in your Urn may reſt: * 
For ſince Graciana's Loſs you ſcorn t out- live, 

I am reſolv'd I'll not your Death ſurvive. 

Bruce. Hold, you too gen'rous are; yet I may live: 
Heav'n for your ſake may grant me a Reprieve. 

Aur. Oh no; Heav'n has decreed, alas, that we 

Shou'd in our Fates, not in our Loves agree. 

Bruce. Dear Friend, my Raſkneſs I too late repent ; 

I ne'er thought Death till now a Puniſhment, L Lovis 
Enter Graciana. 
Orac. Oh, do not talk of Death! the very Sound 


m mg „ SH<HBOONAOmTmHOS>S <a 


Againſt your Love and my own Happineſs; 
I. like the Child, whoſe Folly proves his Lofs, 
Refuſs d the Gold, and did accept the Droſs. 


Bruce. You have in Beaufort made fo good 2 Choice, TI 
His Virtue's ſuch, he has his Rivals Voice; 1 
SGraciana, none but his great Soul cou d prove 4 
Worthy to be the Centre of your Love. 
Grac. You to another wou'd ſuch Virtue give, i» 
Brave Sir, as in your ſelf does only live. Shi 
If to the moſt deſerving I am due, 5 Th 
He muſt reſign his weaker Claim to you. S Bc 
Bruce. This is but Flattry ; for I'm ſure you can 9 Th 
Think nave-. worthy as. that gen ram nun? Bu 
By Honour you are his. 3 W. 
Grac. Vet, Sir, I. know Io Bu 


* You 
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Vo bleed for me; and if for me you die, 
f Your Loſs I'll mourn with vow'd Virginity. + 
Bruce. Can you be mindful of fo {mall a Debt, 
4 And that which you to Beaufort owe forget? 
e; Tnat will not Honour but Injuſtice be; 
Honour with: Juſtice always does agree. 
. * I This gen'rous Pity which for me you how, 
Is more than you to my Misfortunes owe : | 
Theſe Tears, Graciana, which for me you ſhed, 
Oer- prize the Blood which I for you have bled : 
But now I can no more —?!?!:ù⸗)⸗ę „ 


My Spirits faint within my wearied Breaſt. 


Lov. Siſter, —— e to reſt. 
epent ; Who waits? | Ener Servants. 
Lovi Wick Care convey him to his Bed. 

Bruce. Hold — 
= Deareſt Aurelia, I will ſtrive to live, | 
| If you will but endeavour not to grieve. _ 
Lov. Brave Man! The Wonder of this Age chou t prove, 

For matchleſs Gratitude and gen rous Love. 
[ Exeunt all bat Graciana. 

Grac. How ſtrangely is my Soul perplex'd by F ate! 

Choice, The Man I love I muſt pretend to hate ; 


And with diſſembled Scorn his Preſence fly, 
ek 4 Abſence is my greateſt Mi ery! 


Enter Beaufort.  . 
Beaaf. Hear me, gpon my Knees I beg you'll hear. 
She's gone. [ Exit Graciana. 
There was no need, falſe Woman, to encreaſe ' 
My Miſery with hopes of Happineſs. 


can This Scorn at firſt had to my Love and me 

A Bat Juſtice been; now it is Cruelty, - 
Was there no way his Conſtancy to prove, k 
But by your own Inconſtancy in Love? g 
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Iu0 try another's Virtue cou'd you De 5! td tre 

Graciana, to your own an Enemy? LSG 

Sure tis but Paſſion which ſhe thus Saban N 

Blown up with Anger and with Diſcontent * 181 

Becauſe my Honour diſcbey'd her Will, 5 Be 

And Bruce for Love of her his Blood did il + OD: Vi 

J once more in her Eyes will read my Faces. thao 41s; 
I need no Ce to HR me, if the hate. Len 


SCENE n 


Enter Cully Drunk, a a Blind Fellow 1 FH bin Da 


playing on a Cymbal, follow'd by a number of _— Hol. En 
. . dowing, and Per fecuting bim. | 


Cul. Villain 8, Sons of knows 8 tempt me no 
More. [The Boys hout at him, he draws his Sword. 
I will make a young Generation of Cripples to ſucceed 
In Lincolns-Inn- Fields and Covent Garden. The barbarous 

Breeding of theſe London Boys! ¶ Frigbis the Bous away, 
Boy that heads the Cymbal. Whither do you intend to 
Go, 175 SR 5 

Cul. To ſee the wealthy Widow, Mrs. Rich. 

Boy. Where does ſhe dwell, Sir? .. | 

Cad, Hereabouts ; F e ; [ will Serenade ber at 
Noon-day _ [ Exeunt. 

Enter the Widow, and her Maid Betty. 

Mid. Where is this poor * wy ? Was done 
Me good Service. 

Ba. The Butler has got him down into the Cellar 
Madam, made him Drunk, and 18 bim to be arg 
His empty Caſs. 

Wid. Pray, when he Wakes Jet kim bs released of his 
ene Brit, yo uſe your Servants' toofſeverely, 
BY 5 " 5 Cymbal plays e 
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Hark, what ridiculous Noiſe is that? It ſets my Teeth an 
Edge worſe than the Scraping of Trenchers. | 

| Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, a rude drunken Fellow with a Cymbal 
Before him, and his Sword in his Hand, is RELA into 
Your Houſe.” 

1 Enter Cully 4 2 bal: The Women Brick. 
Exit. Cul. Sirrah, play me a Bawdy Tun to pleaſe the 
= Widow: Have at thee, Widow. | 
Betty. Tis one of Oliver's Knights, ado,” g | 
ir Nicholas Culiy; his Mother was my Grandmother” : 
» him Dairy-maid. | | 
Hol. Enter n they lay Hands on 41. ant 4. 85 

49 his Seword. | 

Cul. Let me go; I am not fo drunk but I can n land 
Without your help, Gentlemen. Widow, here is 
Muſick; ſend for a Parſon, and we will Dance Barnaby 
Within this half Hour. 

Mid. ] will ſend for a Conſtable, Sir. 4 

Cul. Haſt a mind to ſee me beat him? How thoſe 
Rogues dread me] Did not M headle tell thee upon what 
Conditions I wou'd condeſcend to make thee my 
Bed-Fellow, Widow, ſpeak ? 

Had. this is ſome drunken Millake ar with him; 
Thruſt him out of Door. 

Enter a Servant: Claſving of gau and Noiſe ane 

Serv. Help, help, for Sir Frederick. 

Wid. What's the matter? | 


Serv. He is fighting, Aale with a Campiny er 


} 


Oellar, Wbailifs, that wou'd Arreſt him at the Door. I: 
among ha Haſte _ one, and Reſcue him quickly. | 
* $i) [ [Exeuntall but Cully | 


6% Widow, come back. I (ay, Widow; Lollar 
dur one Foot after cher Come back, I ſay, Widow. 
7 0 88 Aewn oy Sleeps. 


«+ 4 ? 
FAA. 2 * 


*. 


11 <5 ue 


— 


3 SEES 
44 3 


Bailiff's Houſe hard by. 


%  LUEVEMEFTYU 
1 Enter Dufoy. 
Daf. Vat de Diable be de Matre ? here is de ver 
Strange Varge in dis Houſe ; de Vermen day do cry, hi 4 
Ha, ha; de Men day do run, day do take de Batton, 4 
Dung- vorke, and de Vire-vorke ; vat is here, Van kill 4 
(LY on Cully E 
Enter Betty. "1 
Betty. You are a truſty Servant indeed : Here you a 
Lock'd up, while your poor Maſter is Arreſted, and 
Dragg'd away by unmerciful Bailiffs. . 
Daf. My Matre? Jernie ! Metres Bet, letté me go; 
Begar I vil kill alle de bogre de Bailie, and recover m 
Matre. Bogre de Bailié. EF 
Buy: So, make all the haſte you can. - 
[She helps him out of the fu 
Duf. Morbleu ! bogre de Bailie: I vil go prepare u 
Killea touſand Bailie begar: Bogrede Bailie. [EM 
Enter the Widow and Servant ſeverally, | 
Nid. Well, what News? 
Serv. Madam, they have arreſted him upon an 
Execution for two hundred Pounds, and carried him eg 


nis It that be all, Betty, take my Key, and give lf 
'The Money in Gold; do you content the Bailiffs, but | E 


Sir Frederick know nothing of it ; and then let them 4 
Bring him to my Houſe as their Pris'ner: Diſpatch. / 
[Exeunt Betty and Servai 8 1 
Enter a Foot-boy. 4 
Feot-b. Pray, Madam, is there not a ſtray Gentlen|W I 
81 


Here, miſ-led by Drink ? 3 
Mid. There lies the Beaſt you look for? you had by 


Remove him quickly, or 1 ſhall cauſe him to be put iu 
The Pound. [Exit Wido © 
Foot-b. If I do not get this Fool clear off before he [ V 


Comes to himſelf, our Plot is quite ſpoil'd ; This Wt 
5 dan 
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2 Wummer-Livery may chance to hover over my ſhivering 
imbs next Winter. Yonder ſits honeſt Palmer, my poor 
aſter, in a Coach, quaking for fear; all that ſee him in 
That Reverend Diſguiſe, will ſwear he has got the 
an kill N alſy. Ho, Sir Nicholas. [Pulls him, 
» Cul; WR Cal. I will drink three Beer-glaſſes to the Widows 

Health before I go. 
you an 3 Foot b. The Widow ſtays for you, to wait upon her to 
ind he Exchange. 

Ci. Let her go into her Bed-Chamber and meditate ; 
ne go; am not drunk enough to be ſeen in her Company. 
over mi Foot-b. I muſt carry him away upon my Back; but 

Fince things may go ill, tis good to make ſure of 

"Something : I'll examine his Pockets firſt : So, for this I 
"the Tu Thank my own Ingenuity ; in this way of plain Dealing 
pare to I can live without the Help of my Maſter. 

| La 2 Enter a Servant. 
Pray, Sir, will you help me up with my Burden ? 
IH Serv. I am ſure your Maſter has his Load already. 
mn [They ft bin up 
him toi Cul. Carry me to my Widow, Boy: Where is my 
[Muſick ? 
gire lil 


wy WE ner Sir Frederick ewith the Baill 72 who are Fidlers 
Y 28 

nem 
atch, 


' Servar 


ver 
cry, hi, $ 
itton, & 


Door, and the Widow at another. 

Boy. There 1 is no hopes now; TI ſhift for my ſelf, 

. [ Exit By. 
entlem! 4 Sir Fred. Widow, theſe are old Acquaintance of mine, 

did them welcome: I was coming to wait upon you 

| had before ; but meeting them by the way, they preſs'd me 
e put in * o drin [Cully reels againſt Sir Frederick. 
+ Widow 


re he very good Friend of mine, and as mad a Fellow as my 
This Pelf. Kiſs, kiſs the Widow, Man; ſhe has a plump 


nder-Lip, and kiſſes ſmartly. 


Summe 
E D 3 Sir Frea. 


diſguis'd, with their Fidales under their Coats, at one 


Cul. Sir Frederick ! Widow, bid him welcome; he is 
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Sir Fred. What's here? Cully Drunk, transform' d into 


A Gallant, and acquaint:d with the Spring and Proportion 
Of the Widow's Lips! 


Cul. I, I am Prunk, Sir; am I not Widow? I ſcorn 

To be ſoberer than your ſelf, I will Drink with you, 

Swear with you, break Windows with you, and ſo forth. 
Sir Fred, Widow, is this your Champion? 


Mid. You have no Exceptions againſt him, I hope; 3 he : | 


Has challeng'd you at your own Weapons. 

Cul. Widow, Sir Frederick ſhall be one of our 
Bride-men ; I will have none but ſuch mad Fellows at 
Our Wedding 3 but before I marry thee I will conſider 


Upon 1t. He fits down and ſlecpt. 7 


Sir Fred. Pray; Widow, how long have you been 
Acquainted with this Mirrour of Knighthood ? 

Mid. Long enough you hear, Sir, to treat of Marriage, 

Sir Fred. What? you intend me for a reſerve then ? 
You will have two Strings to your Bow, Widow, I 
Perceive your Cunning ; and Faith I think I ſhall do you 
The heartier Service, if thou employ'ſt me by the by. 

Mid. You are an excellent Gallant indeed; ſhake off 
Theſe lowſy Companions ; come carry your Miſtreſs to 
The Park, and treat her at the Mulberry-garden this 
Glorious Evening. 

Sir Fred. Widow, I ama Man of Buſineſs, that 
Ceremony's to be. perform'd by idle Fellows. 

Wid. What wou'd you give to ſuch a Friend as ſhoud 
Diſpatch this Buſineſs now, and make you one of thoſe 
Idle Fellows. 


Sir Fred. Faith, pick and chuſe; I carry all my 


Wealth about me ; do it; and I am all at thy Service, 


Widow. 


Mid. Well, I have . it, sir; you are at Liberty, 
And a Leg now will ſatisfy me. 


Sir Fred. Good Faith, thou art too reaſonable, dear 
Widow ; Modeſty will wrong thee, 


Mid 


into Vid. Are you ſatisfy'd? 
tion Fid. Ves, Madam. - 
| Enter Dufoy, wwith a Helmet on his Head and a great 
ſcorn 5 Sword in his Hand. 
"| N Duf Vare are de bougre de Bailié? Tetibleu, bougre 
| 2 Rogue. N [ He falls upon the Fillers. 


; he 


Z Sir, we are not Bailiffs: you may ſee we are Men of 
#: | An honeſter Vocation. [ They ſhew their Inſtruments, 
Fir Fred. Hold, hold, thou mighty Man at Arms. 


at 


ler Daf. Morbleu, de Fidler! and is my Matré at Liberty? 
Play me de Trichate, or de Jegg Engliſhe, quicklie, or 
leech Il vil make you all Dance vidout your Fidle quicke. 
Vi Tam over- reach'd, I perceive. [Dufoy dances a ig. 
rade. Sir Fred. Kind Widow, thank thee for this Releaſe. 
uh | 1 Laugh, Widow; [ Shakes his Pockets, 
I Ha, ha, ha; where is your Counterplot, Widow? 
_ Ha, ha, ha. Laugh at her, Dafoy. Come, be not ſo 
BEY Melancholy; we'll to the Park: I care not if I ſpend a 
< of | Piece or two upon thee in Tarts and Cheeſecakes. Piſh 
ro Widow, why ſo much out of Humour! *Tis no ſhame 
is Io love ſuch a likely young F ellow. | 
Vid. I cou'd almoſt find in my Heart to puniſh my 
elf, to afflict thee, and marry that drunken Sot I never 
Saw before. 
owl | Sir Fred. How came he hither 1 ? | 
hoſe Mid. Enquireelſewhere; I will not anſwer thee one 
E Queſtion ; nor let thee ſee me out of a Maſk any more 
This Fortnight. | 
IM. Sir Fred. Go, go into thy Cloſet, look over thy old 
eceipts, and talk wantonly now and then with thy 
| Chamber-maid ; I ſhall not trouble thee much till this is 
ek © Spent ; and by that time thy [Shakes his Pockets, 
= & Fooliſh Vaw wil be near over. 


Til D 4 Vi. 
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Fid. Help, help, Sir Frederick, Murder, Murder! Alas, 


I ²˙ ———— — ___ 
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Mad. I want Patience to endure this Inſolence. Is my 
Charity rewarded thus? 

Sir Fred. Pious Widow, call you this Charity ? "twill 
Get thee little hereafter ; thou muſt anſwer for every Sin 
It occaſions : Here is Wine and Women in 
Abundance. = [Shakes his Pockets 

Mid. Avoid my Houſe, and never more come near me, 

Sir Fred. But hark you, hark you, Widow, do you 
Think this can laſt always? 


Mid. Ungrateful Man! * 2 xit Widow. . 
Sir Fred. She's gone; Impatience for theſe two Hour: | 


Poſſeſs her, and then I ſhall be pretty well reveng'd. 
Df. Begar, Matre, have you not de ver faitful 
Serviteur? you do never take notice of my Merit. 


Sir Fred. Duſey, thou art a Man of Courage, and hall : 


Done bravely; I will caſt off this Suit a Week ſooner 
'Than I intended, to reward thy Service. 
Daf. Begar I have ſeveral time given you ver 
Dangerous Tekimonis of Affection. 
Enter a Servant, and takes up Cully in his Arms. 
Sir Fred. Whither do you carry him? 
Serv. Sir, there is an old Gentleman below in a Coach, 


Very like my Lord Beau who, hearing what a Condition . 


Sir Nicholas was in, defired x me to bring him to him in 
My Arms. 

Cul. Let me go, where is the Widow ? 

Sir Fred. What Widow ? 

Cal. Mrs. Rich; ſhe is to be my Wiſe, 

Sir Fred. But do you hear, Sir Nicholas? how long 
Have you courted this Widow ? 


Cul. Mr. Wheadle can tell you; Trouble me not with 


Idle Queſtions, Sir Frederick, you ſhall be welcome at 
Any time; ſhe loves Men that will Nears and Drink, 
And Serenade her. 


: oo Fred | 
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Sir Fred. This is ſome ſtrange Miſtake ; ſure VPeadle 
Intending to chouſe him, has ſhew'd him ſome 
E Counterfeit Widow, and he being drunk, has been 
© Miſguided to the true Widow's Houſe. The Fellow in 
The Coach may diſcover all; I will ſtep and fee who it 
Is: Hold him here, Dao, till J return: Gentlemen, 
Come you with me. [Ex. Sir Frederick and Fidlers, 
* Cal. Where is my Miſtreſs ? 

Duf. Vat Metres ? 

Cul. 'The Widow, 

Daf. She be de Metres of my Matre. 

Cul. You lie, Sirrah. 

Daf. Begar you be de Jackanape to telle me I do lyea 
Cul. You are a French Raſcal, and I will blow your 
2 Noſe without an Handkerchief. [He pulli Duf. by the No/e. 
Di, Helpe, helpe me; Morbleu; I vil beat you vid 
muy Fiſte and my Foote, telle you aſke me de Pardon ; ; 
Lake dat and date ; and aske me de Pardon. 

F [Cully falls down, and Dufoy beats hint. 
Cul. J aſk your Pardon, Sirrah. 

Duf. Sirrah! Tettibleu. Oer to firite. 


Enter Sir Frederick and Fidlers, leading in Palmer 
trembling.” 


Sir Fred, Hold, hold, Dafoy. 

= Dif. Begar he do merite to be beaté; he ſwaré he vil 
= Marre youre Metres. | 

= Paln. I beſeech you, Sir Frederick. 

Cul. My Lord Bevill! 

= Sir Fred. So he takes him for my Lord Bewill; now 
The Plot will out. Tis fit this Raſcal ſhou'd be 

WY Cheated ; but theſe Rogues will deal too unmercifully 


ES With him: I'll take Compaſſion upon him, and uſe him 


More favourably my ſelf. 
EB Cu. My Lord, where is the mad Wench your Siſter ? 
—_ D 5 S. 
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[Sir F rederick pulls off Palmer s Diſguiſ, 

Sir Fred. Look you, Sir Nicholas, where is my Lord 
Bevill now? 

Cul. My merry Charman, Mr. Palmer! I thought 


You had been in Buckingham/hire. Sing. 


And he took her by the Apron, 
To bring her to his Back; 


Never a Catch now, my merry Countryman? 


Sir Frederick, I owe this Gentleman a thouſand Pounds. 
Sir Fred, Howſo? 
Cul. He won it of me at Dice, Wheadle went my 

Halves ;- and we have given him a Judgment for it. 


Sir Fred. This was the Roguery you had been about 4 
The other Night, when I met you in Diſguiſe, Palmer; E 


You'll never leave your Cheating and your Robbing. 


How many Robberies do I know of your committing ?: : 

Palm. The Truth is, Sir, you know enough to hang 
Me ; but you are a worthy Gentleman, and a Lover of = 
Ingenuity. * 


Sir Fred. This will not paſs : Produce the Judgment. 
Palm. Alas, Sir, Mr. Wheadle has it. 
Sir Fred. Produce it, or Fetch the Conſtable, Boy. 
Palm. Sir Frederick, be merciful to a ſorrowful Raſcal, 
Here is a copy of the Judgment, as it is enter'd. 
Sir Fred. Well, who is this counterfeit Widow? 
Confeſs. 


Palm. Truly twas Vheadle's Contrivance; a Pox on 


Him: Never no good comes on't when Men are ſo 
Unconſcionable in their Dealings. 
Cul. What, am I cheated, Sir Freaerick ? Sinh, I 


Will have you hang'd. 


Sir Frea. Speak, who is this Widow ? 


Palm. Tis Grace, Sir, Wheadle's Miſtreſs, whom he Þþ Z 


Has plac'd in my Lady Dawbawel's Houſe ; I am but a b 
Poor Inſtrume nt, abus'd by that Raſcal, {1 
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guiſe * Sir Fred. You ſee, Sir Nicholas, what Villains theſe 


Lord Are: they have cheated you of a thouſand Pounds, and 
= Wou'd have married you to a Wench, had I not 

ought Diſcover'd their Villany. 

Sig Cul. I am beholden to you, Sir Frederick : they are 


L Rogues, Villainous Rogues : But where is the Widow ? 
dir Fred. Why, you ſaw the true Widow here a little 
While ago. 
„Cl. The Truth is, methoughts ſhe was ſomething 
nds. Comelier than my Miſtreſs ; but will not this Widow 

2 Marry me? | 
> Sir Fred. She is my Miſtreſs, 
Cul. J will have none of her then. 
Sir Fred. Well, I have diſcover'd this Cheat, kept 
vou from marrying a Wench, and will fave you the 
> Thouſand Pounds too. Now if you have a Mind to 
Mlarry, what think you of my Sifter ? She is a plain 
Brown Girl, and has a good Portion; but not out 
er of Twenty thouſand Pounds: This Offer proves I have a 
; 5 perfect Kindneſs for you. 
nent. E Cul. J have heard ſhe is a very fine Gentlewoman : I 
Will marry her forthwith, and be your Brother-in-Law. 
Sir Fred. Come then, I'll carry you where you may ſee 
} Her, and ask her Conſent. Palmer, you muſt go along 
With us, and by the way aſſign this Judgment to me. 


f © Do you guard him, Gentlemen. [To the Fidlers. i 

h dir Fred, Come, Sir Nicholas. | 

ati Cul. How came I hither ? I 

ſo Sir Fred. You will be ſatisfied in that hereaker. 
Palm. What curſed Accident was this? What 

ah, 1 BMiſchievous Stars. have the managing of my Fortune? 
Pee $a turn with all my Heart like an alter-game at 4 
%! 

10m he 


Daf. Alon marché; Shentlemen ſheté; marché: "I 
but a Make de Mouths. of de honeſt Shentlemen : Begar you | 
: 1 Vil make de W ry Mouthe ven you be Hange. [ Eæeunt. 
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SCENE II. A Garden. 


Ly nter Graciana and Leticia ſeverally ; 3 Leticia with a 
Noſegay in her Hand. 


Grac. Leticia, what haſt thou been doing here? 

Lee. Cropping the Beauty of the youthful Year. 

Grac. How innocently doſt thou ſpend thy Hours, 
Sele&ing from the Crowd the choiceſt Flowers! 


| Whereis thy Miſtreſs ? 
| Let. Madam, ſhe's with the wounded Colonel. 1 ( 
SGrac. Come then into this Arbour, Girl, and there * Sur 
With thy ſweet Voice refreſh my wearied Soul. WI 
[They walk into an Arbour. WT 
Leticia /ing;. 1 
{ SON G. Ihe 
| Del 
Adies, though to your Congu ring Eyes = 
Love owes his chiefeſt Vickories, E Wo 
And berrews thoſe bright Arms from you E 7 
With cubich he does the World ſubdue : Lad 
Yet you your ſelves are not above But 
The Empire nor the Grief5 of Love. cou 


Then wrack not Lovers with Diſdain, 
Left Love on you revenge their Pain : 
Yeu are not free becauſe ye're Fair; 
The Boy did not his Mother ſpare. 
Beauty's but an offenſive Dart ; 
It is no Armour for the Heart. 


Grac. Dear Girl, thou art my little Confident ; 
J oft to thee have breath'd my Diſcontent ; 
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And thy ſweet Voice as oft has eas'd my Care: 


| But now thy Breath is like infectious Air. [Enter Beauf. 
© It feeds the ſecret Caufe of my Diſeaſe, | 


And does enrage what it did uſe t'appeaſe. 

E Beauf. ftarting. Hark, that was Graciana's Voice. 
= Grac. Oh Beaufort ! 

| 


Beauf. She calls on me, and does advance this way: 


I will conceal my ſelf within this Bower; ſhe may 
£ | The ſecret Cauſes of my Grief betray. 


[Beaufort goes into an Arbour, and Graciana and 
Leticia come upon the Stage. 


; | Grac. Too rigidly my Honour I purſue; 

g Sure ſomething from me to my Love is due: 
Within theſe private Shades for him I'll mourn, 
2 Whom I in publick am oblig d to ſcorn. 


Let.Why ſhou'd you, Madam, thus indulge your Grief?" 


q Love never yet in Sorrow found Relief: 
EZ Theſe Sighs, like Northern Winds to th' early Spring, 
5 Deſtruction to your blooming Beauty bring. 


Grac. Leticia, peace; my Beauty I deſpiſe: 


7 Wou'd you have me preſerve theſe fatal Eyes? 
Loet. Had you leſs beauteous been, y'ad known leſs Care: 


Ladies are happieſt moderately Fair: 

But now ſhou'd you your Beauty waſte, which way 

© Cou'd you the Debt it has contracted pay: 

E Grac. Beaufort, didſt thou but know I weep for thee, 
| Thou wou' dſt not blame my Scorn, but pity me. 

Let. When Honour firſt made you your Love . 
vou from the Centre drew a crooked Line: 

vou were to Beaufort too ſevere, I fear, 
Leſt to your Love you partial might appear. 

* Grac. I did what I in Honour ought to do: 


; ] yet to Beaufort and my Love am true; 
: And if his Rival live, I'll be his Bride, | 
x Joy ſhall unite whom Grief does now divide: | 


But 
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But if for Love of me brave Bruce does die, 
J am contracted to his Memory. 
Oh Beaufert ! 
Beauf. Oh, Graciana! here am I 
(By what I've heard) fix'd in an Ecſtaſie. 
Grac. We are ſurpriz d: unlucky Accident 
Freſh Sorrow's added to my Diſcontent. 
[Exeunt Graciana and Leticia leiſurely. Beaufort enter;, 
Beauf. Graciana, ſtay, you can no more contend, 
Since Fortune joins with Love to be my Friend : 
There 1s no Fear of Bruce his Death ; the Wound 
By abler Surgeons is not Mortal found. | 
She will not ſtay. | 
My Joys, like Waters ſwell'd into a Flood, 
Bear down whate'er their uſual Streams withſtood. 


Exit Beaufort, 
SCENE TV: 
My Lady Daubwell' Houſe: : 
Enter Wheadle and Grace. 5 Fa 
2 I wonder we have yet no Tidings of our . po 


Knight, nor Palmer, Fortune ſtill croſſes the He 
Induftrious, Girl; when we recover him you muſt begin 
Jo lie a little openerward ; *tis dangerous keeping th 
Fool too long at Bay, leſt ſome old Wood-man drop in 
By Chance, and diſcover thou art but a Raſcal Deer. 
I have counterfeited half a Dozen Mortgages, a Dozen 
Bonds, and two Scriveners to vouch all; that will {atisfe 
Him in thy Eſtate ; he has ſent into the Country for his 
Writings: But ſee, here he comes. 


Enter Sir Nicholas. 
Sir Nicholas, I mult chide you, indeed I muſt; you 
Neglect your Duty here; Nay, Madam, never blutli; 
1 
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f aich P11 reveal all. V'are the happieſt, the luckieſt Man 
Enter Sir Frederick. 
| ware betray'd ; Death, what makes him here ? 
Fir Frederick, your humble Servant, y'are come in the 
8 | Lackieſ time for Mirth ; [To Sir Frederick. 
5 n you but lend me your Ear? Do not you ſee 


© Sir Nicholas and Grace? Yonder, look, look. 
0 Sir Fred. Ves. 


enters, 


. Mead. Tam perſuading him to keep her; ſhe's a pretty 


E Deſerving Girl faith; Let us draw off a while, and 
Laugh among our ſelves, for fear of ſpoiling the poor 


5 Wench's Market; let us, let us. 
Sir Fred. With all my Heart. 
Bailiſi meet Wheadle at the Door, and Arreſt him; 
| Bailiffs. We Arreſt you, Sir. 
aufort Mead. Arreſt me? Sir Frederick, Sir Nicholas. 
= vir Fred, We are not e for a Reſcue at 
Preſent, Sir. 
bead. At whoſe Suit? 
Bailiffs. At Sir Frederick Frolich's. 
Mead. Sir Frederick Frolick's ? J owe him never a. 
Farthing. 
5 Sir Fred. Y*are miſtaken, Sir; you owe me a thouſand 
our Pounds: Look you, do you know Mr. Palmer's Hand ? 
8 ke has aſſign'd ſuch a ſmall Debt over to me. 
t begin Wt Enter Palmer and Jenny. 
g the I Whead How was I bewitch'd to truſt ſuch a Villain! 
rop in Oh Rogue, Dog, Coward, Palmer. 
Jeer. [ g Palm. Oh thou unconſcionable Wheadle ; a thouſand 
Dozen © Pounds was too ſmall a Bubble ! : 
latisfe Wi = Sir Fred. Away with him, away with him. 
for his had. Nay, Sir Frederick, tis Puniſhment enough to 
Fall from my ExpeRation : Do not ruin a young | Man, 
= Grace. I beſeech you, Sir. 
ou dir Fred. Thou haſt mov'd me, Grace; Do not 
luiti; : Tremble, Chuck; I love thy Profeſſion too well to harm 


Faith Thee. 


88 LovE na Tus. 
Thee. Look you, Sir, what think you of a Rich Widow; 
|  [ Proffering him the Whore, 
Was there no Lady to abuſe, Yheadle, but my Miſtreſs? 

No Man to bubble but your Friend and Patron, 

Sir Nicholas 2 but let this paſs ; Sir Nicholas is ſatisfy'dz 
Take Grace. Here, marry her, weare all ſatisſy d; She's 
A pretty deſerving Girl, and a Fortune now in earneſt; 

I'll give her a thouſand Pounds. 

Whead. Pray, Sir, do but confider— | 

Sir Fred. No Conſideration, diſpatch, or to Limbo. 

Ihead. Was there ever ſuch a Dilemma? I ſhall rot in 
Priſon. Come hither, Grace; I did but make bold, like 
A young Heir, with his Eſtate, before it came into his 
Hands: Little did I think, Grace; that this Paſty, 
[Stroking her Belly.) when we firſt cut it up, ſhou'd have 
Been preſerv'd for my Wedding-Feaſt, 

Sir Nich. You are the happieſt, the luckieſt Man, 
Mr. Wheadle, | 
Palm. Much Joy, Mr. Wheadlt, with your rich 

Widow. | | 

Whead. Sir Frederick, ſhall that Rogue Palmer laugh 
At. me? | - | 

Sir Fred. No, no; Jenny, come hither; I'll make thee 
Amends, as well as thy Miſtreſs, for the Injury I did 
Thee th'other Night: Here is a Huſband for thee too. 
Mr. Palmer, where are you? 

Palm. Alas, Sir Frederick, J am not able to maintain it 

Sir Fred. She ſhall maintain you Sir. Do not you 
Underſtand the Myſtery of Stiponie, Fenny? 

Maid. I know how to make Democuana, Sir. 

Sir Fred. Thou art richly endow'd, i'faith: Here, here, 
Palmer; no ſhall I, ſhall I, This or that, which you 

Deſerve better. 
Paln, This is but a ſhort Reprieve ; the Gallows wil 
Be my Deſtiny. 


* 


Sir Fred, 
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| Sir Fred. Sir Nicholas, now we muſt haſte to a better 
ISolemnity ; my Siſter expects us. Gentlemen, meet us 
At the Roſe ; I'll beſtow a Wedding Dinner upon you, 
And there releaſe your Judgment, Mr. Wheadle. Bailiffs, 


Sty'; i : Wait upon them thither. 
Shes; WY Sir Nich. I wiſh you much Joy with your Fair Brides, 
rneſt; I Gentlemen. 


5 Mpead. A Pox on your Aſſignment, Palmer. 
Palm. A Pox on your rich Widow, Wheadle 3 come, 
. Proute, come. ¶Exeunt. 


S EN E v. 
The Lord Bevill's Houſe, 


bi Enter Lord Bevill, Bruce led in, Tk ? . Gnciana 
5 and Aurelia. 
i 5 
= Bruce. ce I have loſt my Claim to you, 
laugh {And now my Heart's become Aurelia's Duez 
She all this while within her tender Breaſt 
e thee he Flame of Love has carefully ſuppreſt, 
id [{WCourting for me, and ſtriving to deſtroy 
oo. Her own Contentment to advance my Joy. 
| E Aur. I did no more than Honour preſs'd me tos 
n her 2 wiſh T'ad woo'd ſucceſsfully for you. | 
ou Bruce. You fo excel in Honour and in Love, 
Vou both my Shame and Admiration move. 
srelia, here, accept that Life from me, 
here, Which Heav'n fo kindly has preſerv'd for thee. 
you Ply Lord, I hope you will my Choice allow, [To L.Bevill. 
ad with your Approbation ſeal our Vow. 
s will L. Bev. In gen'rous Minds this to the World will prove, 


Erhat Gratitude has Pow'r to conquer Love. 
| It 
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It were, brave Man, Impiety in me 
Not to approve that which the Heav'ns decree. 

Bruce. Graciaya, on my gen'rous Rival you 
Muſt now beſtow what to his Merit's due, 

Grac. Since you recovering, Bruce, your Claim decling, 

To him with Honour I my Heart reſign. | 
Beau. Such Honour and ſuch Love as you have ſhoyn, 
Are not in the Records of Virtue known. 

My Lord, you muſt aſſiſt us here once more; [To L. Bevill, 
The God of Love does your Conſent implore. 
L. Bev. May ere in you Rill feed your mutual Fire, 
ö Joining their Hand. 
Beauf. And may that Flame but with our Breaths expire, 
Lov, My Lord, our Quarrel is now at an end; 
You are not Bruce's Rival, but his Friend. 

Beauf. In this brave Strife your Friendſhip ſoar'd above 
The aQtive Flames of our aſpiring Love. : 

Bruce, Dear Friend, thy Merits Fame cannot exprels, 

Low. They are rewarded in your Hapyineſs. 

Bruce Come all into my Arms before I reſt ; 

Let's breathe our Joys into each other's Breaff : 
Thus Mariners rejoice when Winds decreaſe, 
And falling Waves ſeem wearied into Peace. 
Enter Sir Frederick and Dufoy at one Door, and the 
| Widow and Betty at another. 
1 Sir Fred. Haſte, Dufoy,. perform. what I commanded 
ou. oy 

Df. I vil be ver quick begar; I am more den half de 
Mercurie. 

Sir Fred. Ho, Widow, the Noiſe of theſe Nuptials 
Brought you hither ; I perceive your Mouth waters. 

Mid. Were I in a Longing Condition I ſhou'd be apt 
Enough to put my ſelf upon you, Sir. 

Sir Fred. Nay, I know th'art ſpiteful, and wou dt 
Fain marry me in Revenge; but ſo long as I have the 
Guardian Angels about me, I defie thee and all thy 

Charms: 


cling 
hown, 
Bevill. 
| Fire, 
Land,. 
xpire. 


above 


rel. 


the 
anded 


nalf de 


u'dſt 
e theſe 
hy 
arms 


Charms: 


7 Providence attend thee, elſe I mall do no 125 upon 
Thee: Farewel. 


Examine, examine. 


Give me leave to ſerve you. 
Her; and nay you make each other happy. 


| Cuſtoms on the Wedding Night. 
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Do ſkilful Faulkners thus reward their Hawks 


Before they fly the Quarry ? 
mid. When your Gorge is empty you'll come to the 


Lufe again. 


Sir Fred. After I have had a littlemore Epe of 


The Vanity of this World, in a melancholy Humour 
I may be careleſs of my ſelf. 


Mid. And marry ſome diſtreſſed Lady, that has had 


No leſs Experience of that Vanity. 


Sir Fred. Widow, I profeſs the contrary ; I wou'd | 


| Not have the Sin to anſwer for of Debauching any from 
Such worthy Principles. 
| Good-natur'd now, and conſent to give thee a Title to 
Thy own Wealth again, you wou'd be ſtubborn, and 
Not eſteem the Favour, Widow. 


Let me ſee; if I ſhou'd be 


Mid. Is it poſſible you can have Thoughts of 


: Grztitude ? Do you imagine me ſo fooliſh as your ſelf, who 
© Often venture all at pl , to recover one inconſiderable 
Parcel? 


Sir Fred. I told you how twou'd be, Widow: Leſs 


= 


Wid. Stay, Sir; Let us ſhake hands at parting. 

Sir Fred. Nay, if thou once art acquainted with my 
Conftitution, thow'lt never let me go; Widow, here, 
[ Holding out his Hand. 
L. Bev. Siſter, J long have known your Inclinations; 
Sir Frederick here, take. D 


Maid. Now I have receiv'd you into my Family, I 1 


| Hope you will let my Maids go quietly about their 


Buſineſs, Sir. 

Sir Fred, Upon Condition there be no Twits of the 
Good Man departed ; no Preſcription pleading for Evil 
Widow, what old 
Doin gs will be anon! I have coupled no leſs than a 

| Pair- 


e. 


Pair-royal my ſelf. This Day, my Lord, I hope you'll 
Excuſe the Liberty J have taken to ſend for them: the 
Sight will much encreaſe your Mirth this joyful Day. 

L. Bev. I ſhou'd have blam'd you, Sir, if you had 
Reſtrain'd your Humour here. Theſe muſt needs be 
Pleaſant Matches that are of his making. 


Enter Dufoy. 
Sir Fed. What, are they come? | 
Duf. Day be all at de Doore, begar ; every Man vid 
His pret Metres, Brid, Whore. Entre Jentlemen, vid 
Your Lady, entre vid your great Fortune ; Ha, ha, ha. 


Enter W ir Nicholas and his Bride, Wheadle and bis Br iat, 
Palmer and his Bride. 


Sir Mob. Brother, do you ſee how ſneakingly heals 
Looks yonder, with his Rich Widow ? 

Mid. Brother! is this Fellow your Brother! 

Sir Nich. Ay, that I am. 

Sir Fred. No, no, Sir Nicholas. 

Sir Nich. Did not I marry your Siſter, Sir? 

Sir Fred. Fie, fie, Sir Nicholas ; 1 thought yY'ad been 
A modeſter Man. 

Sir Nich. Is my Wife no Kin to you, Sir? 

Sir Fred. Not your Wiſe; but your Son and Heir 
May, if it prove ſo. * Joy be with thee, [* To Lucy. 
Old Acquaintance. Widow, reſolving to lead a Virtuous 
Life, and keep Houſe altogether with thee, I have 
Diſpos'd of my own Houſhold-ſtuff, my dear Mrs. Lucy, 
To this Gentleman. 

Mhead. and Palm. We wiſh you Joy with your Fair 
Bride, Sir Nicholas. 

Sir Nich. I will go and complain, and have ”_ all 
Clapp'd up for a Plot immediately. 

Sir Fred. Hold, hold, Sir Nicholas; there are certain 
Catch-poles without: You cannnot *{cape without y'avea 
Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket: Carry her into the 

Countr 55 
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you'll Country; come, your Neighbours Wives will viſit her 
the And vow ſhe's a Virtuous well bred Lady : And, give 
LY. [Her her due, faith ſhe was a very honeſt Wench to me, 
had And I believe will make a very honeſt Wife to you. 
be Sir Nich. If I diſcover this I am loft; I ſhall be 
[Ridiculous even to our own Party. 
| Sir Fred. You are in the right: Come, take her, make 
Much of her, ſhe ſhall fave you a-thouſand Pounds. 
wa Sir Nich. Well, Lucy, if thou can'ſt but deceive my 
_—_ Old Mother, and my Neighbours in the Country, I 
5 S Shall bear my Fortune patiently. 
2 Sir Fred. [11 warrant you, Sir; Wenn ſo ſkilld in 
Bride, Vice can diſſemble Virtue. 
Duff. Fie, fie, make de much of your Lady, 
beadls Shentlemen; begar you vil find dem ver civil. 
| Sir Fred. Dufoy. I had almoſt forgot thee. 
Daf. Begar my Merit is ver ſeldom in your Memorit᷑. 
| SirFred. Now I will reward thy Services; here, enjoy 
Thy Miſtreſs. 
Duf. Ver vel, begar ; you will give 1 me two tree olde 
| Gowne vor all my Diligence. | 
| Betty. Marry come up; Is that a deſpicable Portion 
For your greaſie Pantaloons ? 


1 been 


Ter Duf. Peace, peace, Mettes Bet; ve vil be ver good 
Lucy. Friend upon occaſion; but ve vil no marie: Dat be ver 
rtuous Much better, begar. 


ve Sir Fred. Did you bring the Bailiffs with you? 
Luc, D,. Day be vidout : Begar, Shentlemen, you have 
| Bin made ver {ad ; and now you ſhall be made ver mer 


Fair Vid de Fidler. | 
I/head. Ha! cozen'd with Fidlers for Bailiffs! I durſt 
ou all MW Have ſworn falſe Dice might as ſoon have paſs d upon me. 
Sir Fred. Bid them ſtrike up; we will have a Dance, 
-rtain Widow to divert theſe melancholy Gentlemen. 
Pavel [They Dance. 
the 
try ; L- Bew. 


94 Lovx in a Tu. 

L. Bev. Sir Frederick, you ſhall command my Houſe 

This Daß; [ After the Dang, 
Make all thoſe welcome that are pleas'd to ſtay. 

Sir Fred. Sir Nicholas, and Mr. Wheadle, 1 releaſe you 
Both of your Judgment, and will give it you under my 
Hand at any time. Widow for all theſe bloody 
Preparations, there will be no great Maſſacre of 
Maiden-heads among us here. Anon I will make yay 
All Laugh with the occaſion of theſe Weddings. 

On what ſmall Accidents depends our Fate, 
While Chance, not Prudence, makes us fortunate ! 
[ Exeunt omni, 


EPILOGUE. 
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Dance. | 
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Spoke by the Widow. 


aſe You 
er my 


ke you 


7 R Frederick, now I am reveng 'd on you; 

O Por all your Frolick Wit, y are couzen'd too: 

have made over all my Wealth to theſe 

Weſt Gentlemen; they are my Truſtees. 1 
1, Gentlemen, if you are pleas d you may 

upply his Wants, and not pour Truſt betray. 


| 
orunts. 


Spoke by I beadle. 


Por Wheadle Hopes bas given you all Content, 
lere he proteſts tis that he only meant: 

f are diſpleas d, ware all croſs-bit To-day, 
Ind he has wheadled us that writ the Play. 

the Pris ners conſcious of th offended Law, 

ben Furies after th Evidence withdraw 3 
waits our Author between Hope and Fear, 

al he does your doubtful Verdict hear. 

len are more civil than in former Days; 

* now in Publick hiſs or rail at Plays; 

ſe bid me therefore mind your Looks with Care, 
Id told me T ſhou'd read your Sentence there 

ut I, unſtilPd in Faces, cannot gueſs 

this firſt View aubat is the Play's Succeſs; 

Nor ſpall Teaſe the Author of his Fear, 

'Tll twice or thrice, at leaſt, I've ſeen you here. 
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